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R PE Or THE LOOK; 3 
AN HEROLCOM ICAL POEM. 


ws 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR, 1719, 


To Mrs. ARAB ELLA FERMOR. . 
Maa, «ER 531 
will be in vain to deny chat 1 have some regard 
for this piece, since I dedicate i it to you. Vet you 
may Peer me witness, it was intended only to divert Tz 


few young ladies, who have good sense and g00d has/ 


mour enough to laugh, not only at their sex s little = | 


unguarded follies, but at their own. e as it was 
communicated with the air of a secret, it soon found 

its way, into the world. An imperial copy having 

been offered to, a bookseller, you had the pod ties, 

I for my sake, to consent to the publication of one more 
corrett. This 1 was forced to, before I had executed 

| half my deign; PIE the machinery was entirely Wenn: 

to complete ita ES FS 7 eu This 7 
Vol. III. 9. A 
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three difficult | OR oe Rea N oath ORG 


Fair sex bare read it for one by mistake. According | 


10 


4 8 2 ol 

The ö Madam, is a term invented by the 
critics, to signify that part which the deities, angels or 
demons are made to alt in a poem. For the -ancient 
poets are in one respeR like many modern ladies : let - 
an action be ever $0 trivial in itselt, they always make 


it appear of the utmost importance. These machines 


I determined to raise on a very new and odd foundation, 


ahe Roxicrusian doftrine of spirits. _ 
I 'know how disagrecable it is to make use of hard 

words before a lady but it is 80 much the concern of 
a poet to have his works understood, and | particularly. by 5 


your sex, that you must give me leave to an tho or 


5 
— - * , 


The Rosicrusians are a people I must bring you a ac- 
quiinted with, The best account I know of ther © in 
'a French book called Le C ompte de © abalis, which both 


Inits-title . size is 80 like a novel, that many of the 


EF: 


— 


e 
to these gentlemen, de four elements are inhabited * 4 
pirits, which they call Sylphe, Gnomes,  Nymphs, and 


| Salamanders. The Gnomes or Demons of earth delight 


in mischief; but the Sy/phs, whose habitation is in the 
air, are the best conditioned creatures imaginable ; for | 


they say, any mortals may py the most intimate 


of 


* * 4 — o — 


familiarities 22 5 Fong gentle spirits, upon a condition | 


very easy to all true adepts, an inviolate preservation to 


As to the S cantos, all the passages s of them 
are as fabulous, as the, vision at the beginning, or che | 


transformation at. the end; ; except | "the loss of your hair, 5 


- 


Py 


which I alwayy mention with reverence. The human 
persons are as he as the airy ones; and the e | 
of Belinda, as its now . recembles you in no- 


| thing but in beauty, : 
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If chis poem had as many graces as-there are in x your 


paris, | of in your mind, yet I could never hows it 
| , A2 
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zhould pass through the world half so uncensured as 


you have done. But let ins fortune be what it will, mine 
is happy enough, to have given me this occasion of usur- 
ing you, that I am, with he truest esteem, 
Mabau, Ny 37 0 % 


7 


Vour most obedient humble servant, 


THE. 


RAE OF THE LOCK. 


Br ALEXANDER POPE; Es g. 
$ — — | 


Noluerum, Belinda, tues violare capillss ; 
Sed juvat hoc me tribuisse tuis, MARTIAL, 


CANTO 1. 


HAT dire offence from am'rous causes ringe 
What mighty contests rise from trivial . 
Fe This verse to CaRYT, Muse! is due: 
This even Belinda may youchsafe to view : 
Slight is the subject, but not so the praise, 
If she inspire, and he approve my lays. 
Say what strange motive, goddess! could . 
A well-bred lord t' assault a gentle belle? * 
(©) say what stranger cause, yet unexplor'd, : 
Could make a gentle belle reject a lord? . 
In tasks so bold can little men engage, | 
And in soft bosoms dwells such mighty rage 7 
Sol thro? white curtains shot a tim'rous ray, 
And op 'd those eyes which must eclipse the day: 
Now lap-dogs give themselves the rousing shake, 
And sleepless lovers just at twelve awake: fit 
Thrice rung the bell, -the Slipper knock'd the ground, | 
And the press'd watch return'd a silyer sound. | 
A3 


Belinda - * 


* 


5 i 8 
e e — * | i 


Belinda still her downy pillow prest, | 
Her guardian Sylph prolong'd the 0 r . 

I was be had summon' d. to her silent. bed e 
The morning dream that hover'd o'er her head, 
A youth more glitt'ring than a birth- night beau, 

(That ev'n in slumher caus'd her heart to glow;) 
Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, 

And thus in whispets said, or seem'd to say. 
Fairest of mortals theu dtstingüished care 
Of thousand bright inhabitants of air ! 
If e'er one vision touch'd thy infant thought,- © 
Of all the nurse and all the priest have taught: * 
' Of airy elves dy moonlight shadows seen, 
The silver token, and the circle green; 
Or virgins visited by angel-pow'rs, | 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav* aly flow is 
| Hear and believe! thy own. importance know, _ ** 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below, © | 
Some secret truths, from learned pride conceal'd,. 

To maids alone and children are reveal'd : 

What- though no credit doubting wits may give p 

The fair and 1 innocent shall still believe, | 

Kno then, unnumber'd spirits round thee fly, 

The light militia of the lower sky: 

These, though unseen, are ever on che wing, 

Hang ofer the box, and hover round the ring. 

Think what an equipage thou hast in air, 5 

And view with scorn two pages and a chair. 1 
| | As new your own, our betngs were of old, þ 
: 


And once inclos'd in woman's beauteous mould; 


- , » 


's 58 1 ä Thennc | 


5 E 
Thence, by a soft transition, we repair 2 
From earthly vehicles to these of ar. 
Think not when woman's transient breath! is fled; 
That all her Vanities at once are dèad: 
Succeeding vanities she still regards, "3% SEM 
And tho“ she. plays no more, o'erlooks the cards, 15 
Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, | 
And love of ombre, after death survive. 
For when the fair in all their pride expire, 
To their first elements their souls retire: | n 
The sprites of fiery termagents in flame N 
Mount ups and take a Salamander's name. | ry 
Soft yielding minds to water-glide away,, 
And sip; with Nymphis,- their elemental tea. W 
The graver prude'sinks downward'to a Gnome, 
In search of mischief᷑ still on earth to rom © 
The light coquettes in: Sylphs aloft repair, 
And sport and flutter in the fields of air. 7 
Know farther yet ; whoever fair and chaste, +» 
Rejetds mankind, is by some- Sylph embrac d; 1 
For spirits, freed from mortal laws, with ease 
Assume what sexes and what Shapes they please. 2 
What guards the purity of melting maids, i 
| In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades, 5 
| Safe from the treach'fous friend, the daring spark, £ 
The glance by day, the whisper in the dark, 2 9 
When kind occasion prompts their warm desires, 1 
When music softens, and when dancing fires 3 9 
Tis but the Sylphs, the wise celestials know ee, _— 
ow honor 3 15 the wats with men below. N | 


TY Some 


2 2 6 8 7 * f 4 
Some nymphs there are, too conscious of their face, 

For pride predestin'd to the Gnomes embrace; 

These s well their prospetts and exalt their ds 

When offers are disdain'd, and love deny d: ett 

3 Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, Fg 1 8 

While Peers, and Dukes, and all their sweeping train, | 
And garters, 'stars and coronets appear, 

8 And, i in soft sounds, Vour Grace salutes their car. 
Tis these that early taint che female soul, 
Instruct the eyes of voung coquettes to roll, | 

Teach infant cheeks a hidden blush to know, 3 
And' little hearts to flutter at a beau. Fu 
Oft when the world imagine women stray, 
The Sylphs thro? mystic mazes guide their ey. 
Thro' all the giddy circle. they pursue, 
And old impertinence expel by nd w. | NY 
What tender maid but must a victim fal! PL 
To one man's treat, but to another's: ball?” _-- © 
When Florio speaks, what virgin could withetand, - 
If gentle Damon did not squeeze her hand? 
Wich varying vanities, from ev ry part, 
They shift the moving toy shop of cheir heart: 
Where wigs with wigs, with sword - knots word. knote 
Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive. I strive, 
This erring mortals levity may call. a 
Oh blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all. 
Of ihese am I, who thy protection claim, 
A watchful sprite, and. Ariel is my name. | | 74 
Late, as T rang'd the crystal wilds of air, 185 
ö In che clear mirror of thy ruling 5 star 


1 
* 
— 4. et. I * 


_ — 
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But Heav'n reveals not what, or how, or where: 


Leap'd up, and wak'd his mistres with his tongue. | 


But all the vision vanish'd from thy head. 6 2 
Each silver vase in mystic order ns RI 
First, rob'd in white, the i intent adores, 5 

Jo that she bends, to that her eyes she. rears 3" 4 


Trembling, beigns the' sacred rites of pride, 
Unnumber'd treasures ope at once, and here 


This casket India's gle wing gems unlocks, - 


The tortoise here and elephant unite, A is, W 


4 —— — 
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19] 
I aw, alas! some Arend events impends, in 
Ere to the main this morning sun descends? 


Warn'd by the Sylph, oh, pious maid, beware! 
This to disclose is all thy guardian can: 
Be ware of all, but most beware of man! | 

He said: when Shock, who thought she dept t. too long, 


\ 


*T was then, Belinda, if report say true, 
Thy eyes first open'd on a billet-doux ; 1 4 05 
Wounds, charms, and ardours, were no sooner read, 


And now, unveil'd the toilet stands display'd, 


With head uncover'd, the cosmetic pow rs. 
A heav'nly image m the glass appears, 


Th' inferior priestess at her altar's side, 


The various offrings of the world appear; . 
Frem each she nicely culls with curious toil, 


And decks the goddess with the glitt'ring 5poil. i 


And all Arabia breathes from yonder | box. a ak Fg: 1 


- 


ow 


Transform'd to combs, the Speckled and the white: * 
Here files of pins extend their shining rows, . _ 
Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-dou nx. _— 2 


Now. 


— — —2— — . — 2 1 
* 
- 
. N 


* Repairs her smiles, awakens ev*ry grace, 
1 . calls forch all the Wonders of her face Mong U 

1 Sees by degrees a purer blush arise 
me And keener light'nings quicken in her eyes. 

1 The busy Sylphs surround their darling care; = 

These set the head, and those divide their hair: by 
Some fold the sleeve, whilxt other plait the gowns - 

And Nos * labours not Her o 24h ae 


Na aw fol beauty puts on 8 A 
3 fair each moment rises in her cha, 01 2 
4 2 — 


CANTO: u. 


TOT with more gloriesi in the ethereal 5. 
The sun first rises o'er the purpled main, 

Has issuing forth, the rival of his beam 2 
Launch'd on the bosom of the silver Thames, . 
Fair nymphs, and well dress d youths, around ber bone. | 
But ev'ry eye was fix d on her alone. 2 
On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore, f 
Which Je ws might kise, and Infidels adore. 
Her lively looks a sprigh: ly' mind disclose, 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix'd as those: 
Favours to none, to all she smiles extends 
Oft she rejects, but never once offends; 
Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike, 
And like the sun, they shine on all alike. . 


Vet gracefull ease, andg and s weetness void of pride, 
> _ Might hide her faults, if belles have faults to hide: 


2 
* e _ ah PE 
- . w as "<a. 


4 


£3: 
If to her share zome female errors fall, 


8 


Look on her face, and you'll Forget em alu. - TY 


„This nymph, to the destrutti on ef mankind, Mie, e e, 
| Nourish*d two locks, Which grace fuł hung bebind © DEE 
| In equal cutls, and well conspir'd t to decx 205 
With shining ringlets the smooth wry neck,” Os GET) 
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains, APR 
And mighty hearts are held in sleuder chains. 
Wich hairy springes we the birds betray, © © © 
Slight lines of hair surprize the finny SN 
Fair tresses man's imperial race ensnare, & 
And beauty draws us with a single Hair. 
Th' advent' rous Baron the bright locks admir'd ; 
He saw, he wish'd, and to the prize aspir d, 
Resoly'd to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to ravish, or by fraud betray; : 
For when zucces a lover's toil attends, >» _ 
Few ask, if fraud or foree attain'd his endes. 
For this, ere Phœbus rose, he bad ee n 
Propitious Heav'n, and ev'ry pow'r ador'd; Boy 
But chiefly love, to love an altar buiftt. 
Ot twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt 1912.9) 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves + {+ + 
And all the trophies of his former loves : eee 


With tender billet-doux he lights e pyro, e p54 | 
And breathes three am'rous sighs to raise the fire. f YU age! 


Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 

Soon to obtain and-long possess the prize. 
The pow: rs gave ear, and granted half his 8 | 
I rest i the winds dispers'd in empty air. 2 * 
But 
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1 75 i 7 1 
But now secure the Bs vessel glides, F ot 
The sun-beams trembling on the floating tides: 181 8 b 
While melting music steals upon the k, “ 
And soften'd xounds,. along the waters die: 2 7 15 
Smooth flow the Waves, the zephyrs gently play, | 
Belinda smil'd, and alt the world was gay. 1 
All but the Sy Iph, with careful thoughts opprest, 
Th' impending woe sat heavy on his breast! 
He summons straight his denizens of air; | 
The lucid squadrons round the sails repair: 
Soft o'er the shrouds aerial Whispers breat he,. 
That seem'd but zephyrs to the train beneath 
Some to the sun their insect wings unfold, ND Ot WE» 
Waft on the breeze, or sink i in clouds of gold: 
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight, 1 3 
Their fluid bodies half dissolv'd in light. 
Loose to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dews | Je 
Dipt in the richest tingure of the skies, WAGER 
Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes; / - 
While ev'ry beam new transient colour stings, 7 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings 
Amid the circle, on che gilded mast, 
Superior by the head was ien en,, 5s bak 
HFlis purple pinions op'ning to the unn. 
| He rais'd his azure wand, and thus begun. i 
Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ee, 
FPays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons, . 
1 'Ye know the spheres and various tasks assign d 
13 * laws eternal to ch aerial nd e ee 
I N + Some 


1599 


. 


dase in ihe fields? . Pay, 
And bask and hiten in the blaze of 3%; i ee 
Some guide the course of wand' ring orbs on kigh, 
Or roll the planets thro' >the boundless Kk 7. 
Some, less-refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night; 
Or suck the mists in grosser air below. 
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew fierce tempest on the wintry main, 
Or o'er the glebe distil the kindly rain... 
Others on earth Oer human race preside, TT 
Watch all-their ways, and all their actions guide: 
Of these the chief the care of nations .] n,, 
And guard with arms divine the British throne. 
Our humbler province is to tend the fairr, 
Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care: 
To save the poder from too rude a gale, BEAT: 
Nor let th* imprison'd essences.exhale; _- © + : 
To draw fresh colours from the vernal flow'rs; 
To steal from rainbows, ere they drop in show'rs, 
A brighter wash; to curl their waving hairs, 
Assist their blushes, and i inspire their airs; 
Nay, oft in dreams invention We bestow, 
To change a Younce, or add a furbelow. 4 
This day black omens threat the brightest fair 1 
That e' er deserv'd a watchFul spirit's care: 
Some dire disaster, or by force or flight; 


Whether the nymph shall break Diana's law, 
Or some frail china jar receive a flaw ; 
3 | 


But what, or where, the fates have wrapt i night,” Tg 


L 
Or stain her honor, or her neu brocade: 
Forget her pray rs, or miss a masquerade: 
Or loscher heart, or necklace; at a bal; 5 
Or whether Heav'm has doom d that Shock must fall, 
Haste then, ye spirits d to your charge repair: 
The flutt' ring fan be Zepyretta's care: 

The drops to thee, Brillante, we consignn z; 
And, Momentillas let the watch be thing 
Do thou, Crispissa, tend her fay*rite lock! 

Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock. od i; 

To fifty chosen Sylphs, of special note 

We trust th' important charge, the rms 3155 
Oft have we known that sevenfold fence to fail, 

Tho' stiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale; 

Form a strong line about the silver bound, 1550 

And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever spirit, careless of his charge, 

His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large, . I 

Shall feel sharp vengeunce soon o'ertake his zins; 

Be stopp'd in viak, or transfix d with pin 

Or plung' d in lakes of bitter washes he, 

Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye; 

Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain, 
While clogg'd he beats his silken wings in vain; 

Or alum styptics with contrakting power 1 

Shrink his thin essence like a shrivel'd Wan 

Or, as Ixion fix d, the wretch to feel 

The giddy motion of che Whirling mill, 

In fumes of burning chocolate Shall glow, 

COIN tremble at the'ea that" Kochs below 2 1 
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Some, orb in ord, around e ons - ene i ok 
Some thrigd the, mazy ringletsof her hair z 
Some hang upon the pendents of her air ;: e — 
With beating hearts the dire events they wait, 474 U bo 
Anxious, and trembling for tho Yndwo? | e e 
| | vob 525 0 | Y 4.44 
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[LOSE by N cheinds fils ever betend oh Banos 
Where Thames with pride surveys his riving TY: 
There stands a strufture of majestic ae 
Which from the neighb' ring Hampton rakes it name; 
Here Britain's gtatesmen oft the fall n N. bes 
Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home 1. 1 be 
Here thou, great AN NA! whom three ab ard 
Dost sometimes counsel take, and sometimes te. 
Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort, 
To taste a while the pleasures of a court; 
In various talk th instructive hours they past, 
Who gave the ball, or paid the visit lat; 
One speaks the glory of the British Queen, 
And one describes a charming Indian screen; 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 2 © 
At ev'ry; word a reputation dies. cob fs. 18% 
Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat, -: u ov” 
With singing, laughing, ogling, and all tit. 
Mean while, declining from the noon of 29 5 
Tis sun 222 shoots his bur ning ray; 
tA B 2 


— =. 
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The hungry judges 2008 the sentence sign, 


And the long labours of the toilet cease. 


At ombre singly to decide their doom, 


* ht cally £96 
* 
* 
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First Ariel perch'd upon a Matadore, 


With hoary whiskers and a forky beard; _ 


Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 


In Show like leaders of the swarthy Moors. 
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And wretches hang that jurymen may dine; 
The merchant from th' Exchange returns in peace, 


Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites, 
Burns to encounter two advent'rous knights, 


And swells her breasts with conquest: yet to come; 


Straight che three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each band the number of the sacred Nine. 


Soon as she spreads her hand, th' aerial guard 
Descend, and sit on each important card: _ 


Then each according to the rank he bore; 

For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 

Are, as when women, wond'rous fond of 2 85 ; 
Behold, 4 four kings in majesty rever'd, 


Wi 
And four fair queens whose hand sustain a flower, 
Th' expressive emblem of their softer power; 
Four knaves in garbs succintt, a trusty band; 


And party-colour'd troops, a shining train, 
Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
The skilful nymph reviews her. force with care: 
Let Spades be trumps! she said, and trumps they were. 
Now move to war her sable Matadores, © | | 


Spadillo first, unconquerable lord! 8 86 
Led off two captive trumps, and swept the board. 


. 8 1 

As: many more Manillio forc'd to yield, // 3 12 1 
And march'd a victor from the verdant fell, £1) le 
Him Basto follow'd ; but, his fate more hard. 
Gain'd but one trump and one plebeien caro. 
With his broad zabre next, a chief in years, ME: 
The hoary majesty of Spades appears, - - 10k 
Puts forth one manly-leg, to sight reveal'd, + | f 
The rest his many-colour'd coat conceal'd. | 
The rebel-knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the just victim of his royal rage. | | 
Ev'n mighty Pam, that kings and queens ene; TH 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of Loo, 
Sad chance of war! now destitute of aid, 
Falls undistinguish'd by the viftor Spade! 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 9244 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the fiele. 
His warlike Amazon her hostinvades, s 
Th'imperial consort of the crown of Spades. 
The Clubs? black tyrant first her victim dy d, 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barb'rous pride; 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
His giant limbs in state unwieldy men 
That long behind he trails his pompous — 
And, of all monarchs, only grasps the globe ? 

The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace 3 
Th' embroider'd king, who shews but half his face, 
And his refulgent queen, with pow'rs combin” 9. N 
Of broken troops an easy conquest fin. 
Clubs, Dimonds, Hearts, in wild ** seen, 
Wich throngs pomiscuous strow the level green. 

. ees Thus 
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Thus when dispers'd a routed army runs 
Of Asia's troops, and Afric's sable sons, 
Wich like confusion diff rent nations fly, 
of various habit, and of various dye, | 
The pierc'd battalions disunited fall, 
| In heaps on heaps : one fate o kao them all 
© | j Ĩ be Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 
| | And wins (oh shameful chance!) the Queen of Hearts, 
| | | : At this the blood the virgin's cheek forsook, 
A bvid paleness spreads o'er all her loox; p 
She sees and trembles at th- approaching ill. 
Just in the jaws of ruin, and Codille, | 
And now ( as oft in some distember'd state): 
On one nice trick depends the gen'ral fate: 
An Ace of Hearts steps forth : the King unseen 
Lurk'd in her hand; and mori his captive queen, 
. He springs to vengeance with an eager pace, 
N And falls like thunder on the prostrate Ace. 
| | The nymph, exulting, fills with shouts the sky; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals, reply. 
O, thoughtless mortals ! ever blind to fate, 
Too soon dejetted, and too soon elate. 
Sudden these honours shall be snaich'd away, 
And curs'd for ever this victorious day. . 5 
For lo, the board with cups and spoons is crown'd, 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round! 
On shining altars of Japan chey raise 
The silver lamp; the hery spirits blaze: 
From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide, 


While China's earth receives the smoaking tide: 
| a BE * At- 
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5 9 1 
At once they gratify their scent and tast, 
And frequent cups prolong the rich repat. 
Straight hover round the fair her airy band ; 


Some, as she sipp'd, the fuming liquor fann'd ; 


Some o'er her lap their careful plumes phy, 
Trembling and conscious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wise, 
And see thro! all things with his half. shut eyes) 


Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain 


New stratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 


Ah cease, rash youth! desist e'er 'tis too late, 
Fear the just gods, and think of Seylla s fate? 
Charig'd toa bird, and sent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Nisus' injur'd hair! 

But when to mischief mortals bend their will, 
How soon they find fit instruments of WP © 
Just then Clarissa drew with tempting grace 
A two-edg'd weapon from her shining case: 
So ladies in romance assist their knight, 
Present the spear, and arm him for che fight. 
He takes the gift with rev'rence, and exjends: | 
The little engine on his finger's ends; 
This just behind Belinda's neck he spread, 
As o'er the fragrant steams she bends her head, 


Swift to the Lock a thousand sprites repair, 
A thousand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 


And thrice they twich'd the diamond in her ear; 


Thrice che look'd back, and thrice. the foe drew near, 


Just in that instant, anxious Ariel sought 
The cloxe receses of che wit J Wes 


C 0 7 
As on the nosegay in het breast reclin'd, 26 1 
He watch'd th' ideas rising in her mint. 
Sudden he view'd, in spite of all her art, 
An earthly lover lurking at her heart. | 
Amaz'd, confus'd,. he found his power eepir d. 
Resign'd to fate, and with a sigh retir'd. | 

The Peer now spreads the glitt'ring forfex 4 0 
T'inclose the lock ; now Joins it, to divide. : 
Even then before the fatal engine clos'd, | 2680 
A wretched Sylph too. fondly interpos di 
Fate urg'd the shears, and cut che Sylph in ne Ts. 
(But airy substance soon unites. again,) a 
The meeting points the sacred hair dissever 
From the fair head for ever and for ever. | 

Then flash'd- the living lightning from her eyes, R 4 
And screams of horror rend th affrighted skies. | 
Not louder shrieksto pitying heav'n are cast, 
When husbands, or when lap- dogs breathe cheir lg: 
Or when rich China vessels, fall'n from high, 
In glitt'ring dust and painted fragments lie ! 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 
(The victor cry'd) the glorious prize is mine! 
* (3500 While fish in streams, or birds delight in air, 
3 Or in a coach and six the British fair, 
As long as Atalantis shall be read, 
Or the small pillow grace a lady's bed, 81 
_ While visits shall be paid on solemn hw. | 
When num rous e e order blaze, 8 
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While nymphs take treats, or assignations give, 
So long my honor, name, and praise shall live! 
What Time would spare, from steel receives its date, 
And monuments, like men, submit to fate; 
Steel could the labours of the gods destroy, 
And strike to dust ch' imperial tow'rs of Troy; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
And hew triumphial arches to the ground, 


What wonder then, fair nymph! thy hairs should feel 
The:conq'ring force of unresisted steel ? 


2 


CAN'T o IV. 


PVT anx anxious cares the pensive nymph opprest, _ 
And secret passion labour'd in her. breast. 

Not youthful kin gs in battle slain alive, 

Not scornful virgins who their charms survive, 

Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their bliss, 

Not ardent ladies when refus'd a kiss, 5 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, . : 

Not Cynthia when her manteauys pinn'd arry, 

E'er felt such rage, resentment, and despair, 

As thou, sad virgin! for thy ravish'd hair. 
For, that sad moment, when the Sy lphs withdrew, 

And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbriel, a, dusky, melancholy, sprite, 

As ever sully'd the fair face of light, 

Down to the central earth, his proper scene, 

Repair'd to search the gloomy cave of Spleen, 


- : Swift 


„„ 
Syvift on his sooty pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the dismal dome, 
No cheerful breeze this sullen region knows, 
The dreaded East is all the wind that blos. 
Here in a grotto, sbelter'd close from air. 
And screen'd in shades from day”s detested glare, | 
She sighs for ever on her pensive bed, 
Pain at her side, and Megrim at her head. 
Two handmaids wait the throne; alike in 84 
But diff'ring far in figure and in face. 
Here stood II- nature like an ancient maid, | 
Her wrinkle form in black and white array'd ; 
With store of pray'rs, for mornings, nights, and NOONS,- 
Her Hand is fill'd ; her bosom with lampoons. 
There AﬀeAation, wich a sickly-mien, ISI Go 
- _ Shows in her cheek the roses of eig hteen; b Ff 
Prattis'd to lisp, and hang the head aside, 1 
Faints into airs, and languishes with pride, 5 
On the rich quilt sinks with becoming woe, 
Wrapt in a gown, for zickness, and for _ OY, 
The fair ones feels s uch maladies as these, W 
When each new night. dress gives a new disease. 

A constant vapour o'er the palace flies; | 
Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise; 
Dreadfyl as hermits“ dreams in haunted Shades,. 

Or bright, as visions of expiring maids. | 
No glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling spires, bf 
Pale spectres, gaping.tombs, and purple fire: 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes, 


And crystal domey, and angels in machines. 
| g ; - Urinumber'd 
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On various tempers att by various ways, 


e 
Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry side are seen, 
Of bodies changed to various wens by Spleen. 


Here living tea- pots stand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this, and that the pout: 2 


A pipkin there, like Homer's tripod, walks; 


Here sighsa jar, and there a goose-pye talks ; 
Men prove with child, as pow'ful Fancy works; 
And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe pass 'd the Gnome thro' this fantastic band, 
A branch of healing spleenwort in his hand, 
Then thus address'd the pow'r, Hail wayward Queen! * 
Who role the sex from fifty to fifteeen: 4192 
Parent of vapours and of female wit. 
Who give th* hysteric or poetic fit. 


Make some take physic, others scribble plays; 
Who cause the proud their visits to delay, | 
And send the godly-1n a pet to pray. | 
A nymph there is, that all thy pow'r disdains, 
And thousands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But oh! ! if &er thy Gnome could spoil a grace, 
Or raise a pimple on a beauteous face, 
Like citron- waters matrons cheeks inflame, 

Or change complexions at a losing game: 

If e'er with airy horns I planted heads, 

Or rumpled pettievats, or tumbled beds, 

Or caus'd suspicion where no soul was rüde; 
Or di scompos'd the head · dress of a prude, 


Or eber to costive lapadog gave disease, 


Which not the tears of brightest eyes could ese; by 
Hear 


: we 3. 
Hear me, and conch Belinda with PEER j & 
That single act gives half the world the spleen. 
"I've goddess, with'a discontented air, 

Seems to reject him, tho' she grants his pray r. 
A -wond'rous bag with both her hands she 8 

Like that where once Ulysses held the winds; 

There she collects the force 6f female lungs, 

Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of tongues, * 
A vial next she fills with fainting fears, 

Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears, 

The Gnome rejoicing bears her griefs away, 

Spreads his black wings, and slowly mounts to day. 
Sunk in Thalestris? arms the nymph he found, 

Her eyes dejefted, and her air unbound, _ 

Full o'er their heads the swelling bag he rent, 

And all the furies issu'd at the vent. 

Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 

And fierce Thalestris fans the rising fire. 
O wretched maid! she spreads her hands, and ta 
(While Hampton 8 echoes, Wretched Maid, replicd). 
Was it for this you took such constant care 
The bodkin, comb, and essence to prepare? 

For this your locks in paper-durance bound; 
For this with tort'ring irons wreath'd around? 
For this with fillets strain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead ? 
Gods! shall the ravisher display your 411 
While the fops envy, and the ladies stare? 
Honour forbid ! at Whose unrivall'd shrine 
Ease, pleasure, virtue; all our sex resign, 


Mettunks 
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Methinks already I your tears survey, | . 

Already hear the horrid things they say. „ 

Already see you a degraded toast, : 

And all your -honour'in a whisper lost; | 

How shall I, then, your ' helpless fame defend! I 

*Twill then be infamy to seem your friend! 

And shall this prize, the inestimable prize, 

Expos'd thro? crystal to the gazing eyes, 

And heighten'd' by diamond't circling rays, 

On that rapacious hand for ever blaze! 

Sooner shall grass in Hyde-park circus grow, 

And wits take lodgings in the sound of Bow; 

Sooner let earth, air, sea, to chaos fall, - 

Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perish all! * 
She said; then! raging to Sir Plume repairs, 

And bids her beau demand the precious hairs : 

| (Sir Plume of amber snuff-box justly. vain, 

| And the nice condutt of a clouded cane) : 

Withearnest eyes and round unthinking face, 

He first the snuff- box open'd, then the case, l | 

And thus broke out, * My Lord, why, What the devil? 

* Zounds ! damn the Lock! fore Gad, you on be civil! 

c Plague on 't! *tis past a jest, nay prithee, pox ! ( 

Give her the hair, He spoke, and rapp'd his box. 
II grieves me much, (replied the Pegr again), - 

Who speaks so well Should never speak in vain, 

But by this lock, this sacred lock I wear, 

Which never more shall join its parted hair; 

Which never more its honour shall renew, 


j Clipp'd from the yay head where late i it A” . 
— Vor. III. L © That 
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7 hat while my ds draw the vital if, 

This hand, which won it, Shall for ever wear. 

He spoke; and, speaking, in proud triumph spread 

The lon g-contended honours of her head. 

But Umbriel, hateful Gnome ! forbears not so; 

He breaks the vial whence the sorrows flow. 

Then see! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, | 

Her eyes half-languihing, half-drown'd, in tears; 

On her heav'd bosom hung her drooping head, 

Which with a Sigh she rais'd ; and thus she said: | 
For ever curs'd be this detested Jays = 17s 


Happy, ah! ten times happy had I been, 
If Hampton- Court these eyes! had never seen! 
Vet am not 1 the first mistaken maid, 
By love of courts to num'rous ills betray'd, 
Oh! bad I rather, unadmir'd, remain'd _ 
In some lone isle, or distant northern land; 5 
Where che gilt chariot never marks the way 
Where none learn Ombre, none e'er taste bohea! 
- There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
Like roses that in deserts bloom and die. 
What mov'd my mind with youthful lords to roam ? 
O had I staid, and said my pray'rs at home! 
*Twas thus the mornin g-omens seem'd to tell; 
Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell: 
The tott' ring china shook without a wind, 
Nay Poll sat mute, and Shock was most unkind! 
A Sylph too warn' d me of the threats of fate, 
In mystic ywions, now beliey'd too late! 


hn 


—— — — — 2 Y— — — — 
» 


: 
— — OI 
2 — „ — — 
n — 4 — — 22 n 2 
— — ̃ 6vh) , ,, ” — . — 0 — 0 — — - 
— ———————— V «B re = — > — — — 4 — ern — ———— 9 — — 
, F . ? 77 \ 
- 
1 _ : — 2 1 „ 
* « N — 2 : N - — 
5 FS 4 - _ —a ”— A - * O * — 
- ——— 2. ; _ EW - - 
— > : >» ＋ — W * - — — — 
Me * 0 — 3 —— 23 ths er * — - _ as — > . — p 
— — 4 aw 7 E we * _ = - — p 5 — 
g a - e 


50 WKA — - 


Which snatch'd my best, my fav'rite curl away. L ; 2 
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Oh, had'st thou, cruel! been content to seize 


For who can move when fair Belinda fails PIN 


While Anna begg'd, and Dido rag'd in vain. 


| Why. bows the Side-box from its inmost rows ? 


na. 
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See the poor remnants of ches slighted TR 25 
My hands shall rend what ev'n thy rapine spares : 
These in two sable ringlets taught to break, 

Once gave new beauties to the snewy neck; 
The Sister-Lock now sits uncouth, alone, | 
And in its fellow's fate forsees its own ; _ 
Uncurbd i it hangs, the fatal sheers demands, 

And tempts, once more, thy sacrilegious hands. | 


Hairs less in sight, or any hairs but these !. 
. * MS g g " 


CANTO V. 


HE said: the pitying audience melt in tears; 
But Fate and Jove had stopp'd the Baron's cars. 
In vain Thalestris with reproach assails, | 


Not so fix'd the Trojan could remain, 


Then grave Clarissa graceful wav'd her fan; 
Silence ensu'd, and thus the nymph began: 

„ Say, why are beauties prais'dand honour'd-1 most, 
The wise man's passion, and the vain man's toast? 
Why deck'd with all that land and sea afford ? 

Why angels call'd, and angel-like adored ? 
Why round our. coaches crowd the white-glov'd beaus # 


C 


How vain are all these glories, all our pains, 


Unles good senze preserve what beauty gains ? RE 
GS. That 
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'« To arms, to arms !* the figrce virago cries, 


N [WV] 


That men may say, when we the front- box grace, 
Behold the first in virtue as in face!“ 

Oh! if to dance all night, and dress all day, 

Charm'd the small-pox, or chas'd old age away; 

Who would not scorn what housewifes? cares * 

Or who would læarn one earthly thing of use +: 

To patch, nay ogle, might become a saint, 

Nor could it sure be such a sin to paint. 

But since, alas! frail beauty must decay, 

Curl'd or uncurl'd, since locks must turn to grey; 

Since, painted“ or not painted, all shall fade, — 

And she who scorns a man must die a maid ; | 
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What then remains but well our pow'r to use, 
And keep good humour still, whate'er we lose? 
And trust me, dear! good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and screams, and scolding tail, 
Beauties, in vain, their pretty eyes may roll; | 
Charm strikes the sight, but merit gains the soul.“ 
So spoke the dame; but no applause ensu d; 
Belinda frown'd, Thalestris call'd her prude 


And swift as lightning to the combat flies. 

All side in parties, and begin ch' attack; 

Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones crack; 

Heroes' and heroines' Shouts confus'dly rise, 

And bass and treble « voices strike the skies. 

No common weapon, in their hands are foung, ; 

Like gods they fight, nor d dread a mortal wound, 
So when bold Homer makes the gods engage, | 

And heav'nly breasts wich human paisions rage; 

* | ?Gainst 


Ist 


O cruel nymph! ! a living death I bear,“ 


FVV 
*Gainst Pallas, Mars, Latona, Hermes arms; 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms: 

Jove's thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around, 
Blue Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps rezound : 
Earth shakes her nodding tow'rs, the ground gives way, 
And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day! 

Triumphant Umbriel on a Sconce's height 
Clapp'd his glad wings, and sat to view the fight: - 
Propp'd on the bodkin-spears, the sprites survey 
The growing combat, or assist the fray. 

While thro? the press enrag'd Thalestris flies, ; 
And scatters death around from both her eyes, 
A beau and witling perish'd in the throng, | 
One dy*d in metaphor, and one in song. 


Cry*d Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chair. 
A mournful glance Sir F opling upwards cast. 
Those eyes are made s0 killing? was his last. 
Thus on Mzander's flow'ry margin lies r., 
Th' expiring swan, and as he si Sings he dies, | | 47 
When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down, {one 
Chloe stepp'd in, and kill'd him with a frown ; 
She smil'd to see the doughty hero N 
But, at her smile, the beau reviv'd. again. 
Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air, 
Weighs the men's wits against the lady” s hair; 
The doubtful beam long: nods from side to side; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside. 
See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, + 


With more than usual lightning in her eyes, 
C 2 Nor 


Nor fear'd the chief th unequal fight to ary, 

Who Sought n no more than on his foe to die ; | 

But this bold lard with manly strength e endu'd, 

She with one finger Sd a thumb subdu'd: ; 

Just where the breath of life his nostrils drew, 
A charge of snuff che wily virgin threw.; 5 0 

The Gnomes direct, to ev'ry atom just, 

The pungent grains of titulatin 1g dust. 

Sudden, with starting te tears each « eye o 'erflows, 

And the high dome re-echoes to his nose. 


Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda i cry'd,- WO 


And drew a deadly bodkin from her side; . 


n, 1 TILE 


(The same, his ancient personage to deck, 


4++ 


Her great great-grandire wore about his neck, | 
In three seal- rings: which after, melied down, 
Form'd a vast buckle for his widow! $ gown; 3 hy 


FT 


Her infant-grandame's s Whistle next it grew, 


Tbe bells she jingled, and the Whistle hlew 5 "Shay 


Then in a bodkiñ grac'd his mother's hairs, | 5 == 


Which long she wore, and now. Belinda wears. 


118 


C Boast not my Bel (he cry d, ) insultng 4 bpe ! | 
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Thou by ome oth er halt be laid : as low. 
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Nor think to die dejeds my. lofty min 
All that I dread is aving you- oy 4 
Rather than so, ah! let me still vuryiye, 


S; 11 „ 


And burn in Cu pid's flames, but burn alive,” 
Restore the wel Pp she 'cries; and all around, 
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Restore the lock a the vaulted roofs re ound 
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Not fierce Othello ; in 50 loud a a strain 


Roar'd for the bandkerghicf' that caus'd his Pain, 
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But see how oft ambitious aims are crost, . 
And chiefs contend till all the prize is lost! EC; x 
The lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, - - 
Inev'ry place is sought, but oug hi in vain: 
With such a prize no mortal should be blest, 
So Heav” n decrees ! with Heay, n who can contest? 
| Sende thought i it mounted to the lunar sphere, 
Since all things lost on earth are treasur' d there. 
There heroes? wits are kept in pond'rous vases, 
And beau's in snuff-boxes and tweezer-cases, 
There broken vows and death-bed alms are found, - |, 
And lovers” hearts with ends of ribband bound, | 
The courtier's promises, and sick man's pray'rs, 
The smiles of harlots, and che tears of heirs, 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 
_Dry'd butterflies, and tomes of casuistry. | 
But trust the Muse, she saw it upward rise, 
Though mark'd by, none but, quick, poetic eyes; 
(So Rome's great, founder, to the Hęav'ns withdrew, 
To Proculus alone confess'd in view.) 
A sudden star is shot through liquid. arr. 
And drew behind. a radiant trail — | 
Not Berenice's locks first rose so bright, | 
The Heav' ns bespangling with dishevell'd licht. 
The Sylphs behold it kindling. as.it fhes, | | 
And, pleas'd, pursue its progress thro the skies. 
This the beau-monde shall from the Mall survey, 
And hail with music its prqpiczous . 
This the bless'd lover shall for Menus take, | 
And send up vows from Rosamonda's lake. 
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This Partridge scon shall view in cloudless skies, 
When next he looks chrought Galilæo's eyes; 
And hence the egregious wizard shall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. | 2 
Then cease, bright nymph ! to mourn thy ravish'd hair, 
Which adds new glory to the shining sphere! | 
N ot all che tresses that fair head can boast, 
Shall draw such envy as the lock you lost. 
For after all the murders of your eye, 
When, after millions slain, yourself must die - 
When those fair suns shall set, as set they must, 
Then all those tresses shall be laid in dust; 
* This lock the Muse shall consecrate to fame, 
And midst the stars inscribe Belinda's name. 
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By MATTHEW PRIOR, 


JROMETHEUS, forming Mr. Days: 
Carv'd something like a man in clay $9353 
The mortal's work might well miscarry ; 8 
He that does heav'n and earth control 
Has only pow'r to form a soul; 
His hand is evident in Harry, 
'- - Since one is but a moving clod, bot 
| Th' other the lively form'of Gd. 
*Squire Wallis; you will scarce be able 
hs prove all poetry but fable, 
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RURAL SPORTS; A GEORGIC, | 


INSCRIBED To M. Porz, 1713“ 
— — 
By BV FOHN. GAY. 


— 


Securi praelia ruris 
Pandimu sq.. NEMESIAN, 


CANTO* I. 


ou, who the mhcets of rural life have known, 
Despise th? ungrateful hurry of the town; 

In Windsor groves your easy hours employ, 
And, undisturb'd, yourself and Muse enjoy. 
Thames listen to by strains, and silent flows, 
And no rude wind through rustling osiers blows; 
While all his won' ring nymphs around thee throng, 
To hear the Syrens warble i in thy song. 
But I, who ne'ex was blest by Fortune's hand, 
Nor brighten'd ploughshares 3 in paternal land, 
Long in the noisy town have been immur'd, 
Respir'd its smoke, and all its cares endur'd; , - 
Where news and politics divide mankind, | 
And schemes of state involve th' uneasy mind; 
Faction embroils the world; and ev'ry tongue 
Is mov;d by flattry, or with scandal hung : 
Friendship, for sylvan shades, the palace flies, 
Where all must yield to int'rest's dearer ties; 


Each 
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* This Poem received many material corrections from 
the Author Since it was first published. 
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Each rival Michiavel with envy burns, 
And honesty forsakes them all by turns: 
While calumny upon each party's thrown ; 

Which both promote, and both alike disown. 
Fatigu'd at last, a calm retreat I chose, | 
And sooth'd my harrass'd mind with sweet repoe, 
Where fields, and shades, and the refreshing clime, 

Inspire the Sylvan song, and prompt my rhyme. 
My Muse shall rove through flow” ry meads and plains, 
And deck with rural sports her native strains; | 
And the same road ambitiously pursue, 
Frequented by the Mantuan swain and you. 

*Tis not that rural sports alone 1 invite, 8 
But all the grateful country breathes delight; Ee 
Here blooming health exerts her gentle reign, 
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And strings the sinews of th' industrious swain. 
Soon as the morning lark salutes che day, 
Through dewy fields I take my frequent way, | 
Where I behold the farmer's early care 
In the revolving labours of the year. 

When the fresh Spring in all her state is crown'd,. 
And high luxuriant grass o erspreads the ground, 
The labourer with bending syethe 1 is seen, 
Shaving the surface of the wavin g green; 

Of all her native pride disrobes the land, 

And meads lay waste before his sweeping hand; 
While with the mounting sun the meadow glows; 
The fading herbage round he loosely throws: 
But, if some sign portend a lasting show'r, 

»Th' experienced swain forsees the coming hour; 
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His 2un-burnt hands the scat ring fork Eres, 
And ruddy damsels ply. the saving rake; 
In rising hills the fragrant harvest grows, 
And spreads along the field in equal rows.” ; 
Now when the height. of heaven bright Pheebus bins, 
And level rays cleave wide the thirsty. plains, - 
When heifers seek the shade and cooling lake, 
And in the middle path-way basks the snake: 
O lead me, guard me from the sultry hours, | 
Hide me, ye forests, in your closest bow'rs, 
Where the tall oak his spreading arms entwines, 
And with the beech a mutual shade combines; 
Where flows the murm'ring brook, inviting dreams, 
Where bordering hazel overhangs the streams, 
Whose rolling current, winding round and round, 
Wich frequent falls makes all the wood resound ; 
Upon the mossy couch my limbs J cast, 
And eben at noon the sweets of ev'ning taste. 
Here J peruse the Mantuan's Georgie strains, 
Jig And learn the labours of Italian swains; 
In ev'ry page I see new landscapes rise, 
And all Hesperia opens to my eyes, 
I wander o'er the various rural toil, 
And know the nature of each diff rent soil: 
This waving field, is glided o' er with corn, 
That spreading trees with blushing fruit adorn: 
Here I survey the purple vintage grow, 
C'imb round the poles, and rise in graceful row: 
Now I behold the steed curvet and bound, 
And paw with restless hoof the * ground R 2 
| His | £ | The 
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The dewlapp'd bull now chafts along the” plain, 

While burning love ferments in ev'ry vein; 
His well-arm'd front against his rival aims, 

And by the dint of war his mistress claims: 
Tha careful insects midst his works I view, 
Now from the flow'rs exhaust the fragrant dew; 
With golden treazures load his little thighs; 
And steer his distant journey through the skies; 5 
Some against hostile drones the hive defend; 
Others with sweets the waxen cells distend? 
Each in the toil his destin'd office bears, vt - 
And in the little bulk a mighty soul appears 
Or when the ploughman leaves the task of day, 
And trudging home ward whistles on the way: 
When the big-udder'd cows with patience stand, 
Waiting the strokings of the damsel's hand; 

No warbling cheers the woods; the feather' d choir, 
Jo court kind slumbers, to the sprays retire; 
When no rude gale disturbs the sleeping trees, 
Nor as pen leaves confess the gentlest breeze; | 
Engag'di in thought, to Neptune's bounds 1 Says 
. To take my farewel of theparting day; ; 
Far in the deep the sun his glory hides, 
A streak of gold the sea and sky divides: 
The purple clouds their amber linings shew, 
And edg'd with flame rolls ev'ry wave below; 
| Here pensive I behold the fading light, | 
And o'er the distant billow lose my sight. 

Now night in silent date begins to rise, 
And twinkling orbs bestrew-th* uncloudy-skies; © 
: Her 
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O could the Muse! in loftier strains rehearse 


Who reins the winds, gives the vast ocean bounds, | 
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Her borro d lustre glowing Cynthia 1 > 

And on the main a glittering path extends ; Do 
Millions of worlds hang in the spacious air, | . 
Which round their suns their annual circles steer ; | 

Sweet contemplation elevates my sense, t 50k 

| While I survey the works of Providence. 


The glorious Author of the universe, 


And circumscribes the floating worlds their rounds: 
My soul should overflow in songs of praise, 
And my Creator's name inspire my lays! 
As in successive course the seasons roll, 
So circling pleasures recreate the soul. 
When genial spring a living warmth bestows, | 
And o'er the year a verdant mantle throws, 
No swelling inundation hides the grounds, 
But crystal currents glide within their bounds; 
The finny brood their wonted haunts forsake, 
Float in the sun, and. skim along the lake; | 
With frequent leap they range their shallow streams, © 
Their silver coats reflect the dazzling beams. 12 
Now let the fisherman his toils prepare, | 
And arm himself with ev'ry wat'ry snare ; 
His hooks, his lines, peruse with careful eye; 
Increase his tackle, and his rod re-tie. 
When floating clouds their spungy fleeces drain, 
| Troubling the streams with swift decending rain; 
And waters, tumbling down the mountain s side, 


Bear the loose soil into the eis tide; 
Vol. III. 9. D 
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Then, soon as veneral gales begin to rise, 
And drive the liquid burthen thro' the skies, 

The fisher to the neighb'ring current speeds, 
Whose rapid surface purls unknown to weeds ; 
Upon a rising border of the brook + 
He sits him down, and ties the treach'rous hook; 
Now expeRation cheers his eager thought, 

His bosom glows with treasures yet uncaught ; 
Before his eyes a banquet seems to stand, 
Whereev'ry guest applauds his skilful hand. 

Far up the stream the twisted hairs he throws, 
Which down the murm'ring current gently flows; 3 
"When, if or chance or hunger's pow'rful way 
Diretts the roving trout this fatal way, 

He greedily sueks in the twining bait, 

And tugs and nibbles the fallacious meat: 
Now, happy fisherman, now twitch the line! 

How thy rod bends ! behold the prize is thine! 

Cast on the bank, he dies with gasping pains, 4 

And trickling blood his silver mail distains. 
. . . You must not ev'ry worm promiscuous use; 

Judgment will tell the proper bait to choose: 
The worm that draws a long immoderate size 
The trout abhors, and the rank morsel flies; 
And, if too small, the naked fraud's in sight, 
And fear forbids, While hunger does invite. 
Those baits will best reward the fisher's pains, 
Whose polish'd tails æ shining yellow stains; 
., Cleanse them from filth, to give a tempting gloss, 
Cherish the sullied reptite race with moss; 
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Amid the verdant bed they twine, they toil, 
And from their bodies wipe their native soil. 
But when the sun displays his glorious beams, 
And shallow rivers flow with silver streams, 
Then the deceit the scaly breed survey, 
Bask in the sun and look into the day: 
You now a more delusive art must try, 
And tempt their hunger with the curious fly. 
To frame the little animal, provide 
All the gay hues that wait on female pride: 
Let nature guide thee; sometimes golden wire 
The shining bellies of the fly require; 
The peacock's plumes thy tackle must not fail, 
Nor the dear purchase of the sable's tail. | 
Each gaudy bird some slender tribute brings, 
And lends the growing insect proper wings: 
Silks of all colours must their aid impart, 
And ev'ry fur promote the sister's art. 
So the gay lady with expensive care, | 
Borrows the pride of land, of sea, and air; 
Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glitt'ring thing displays, 
Dazzles our eyes, and easy hearts betrays. ; 
Mark well the various seasons of the year, 
How the succeeding insett race appear; 
In this revolving moon one colour reigns, 
Which in the next the fickle trout disdains. 
Oft have I seen a skilful angler try | 
The various colours of the treach'rous fly: 
When he with fruitless pain has skimm'd the brock, 
And the coy fish rejects the skipping hook, 
D 2 
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He shakes the bows that on the margin grow, 
Which ver the stream a waving forest throw: 
When if an insect fall (his certain guide) 
He gently takes him from the whirling tide; 
- -Exavanes well his form with curious eyes, 
His gaudy vest, his wings, bis horns, and size; 
 ' Then round his hook the chosen fur he winds, 
Wl And on the back a speckled feather binds; | 
So just the colours shine through ev'ry part, 
That Nature seems again to live in Art. 
Let not thy wary step advance too near, 
While all thy hope hangs by a single hair ; 
The new-form'd insect on the water moves, 
The speckled trout the curious snare approve 
Upon the curling surface let it glide, 
Wich natural motion from thy hand supplied 
Against the stream now gently let it play, 
Now in the rapid eddy rolkaway. 
The scaly shoals float by, and seize with fear, 
Behold their fellows tost in their thinner air; 
But soon they leap, and catch the swimming bait 
Plunge on the hook, and share an equal fate. 
Wben a brisk gale against the current blows 
And all the wat' ry plain in wrinkles flows, 
Then let the fisherman his art repeae, 
Where bubbling eddies favour the deceit, 
If an enormous salmon chance to spy 
The wanton errors of the floating fly, - 

He lifts his silver gills above the flood, 
And greedily sucks in th' unfaithful food; 
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Then Sena plunges with the fraud ful prey | 
And bears with j Joy the little spoil away: 
Soon in smart pain he feels the dire mistake, 
Lashes the wave, and beats the foamy lake ; 
With sudden rage he now aloft appears, 
And in his eye convulsive an guish bears; 
And now again, impatient of the wound, | | 
He rolls and wreathes his shining body round; > 
Then headlong shoots beneath the dashing tide, — 
The trembling fins the boiling wave divide. 
Now hope exalts the fisher's beating heart; 
Now he turns pale, and fears his dubious art; 
He views the tumbling fish with longing eyes, 
While the line stretches with th' unweildy prize ; 
Each motion humours with his steady hands, 
And one slight hair the mighty bulk commands, 
Till, tir'd at last, despoil'd of all his strength, 
The game athwart the stream unfolds his length. 5 
He now with pleasure views the gasping prize 
Gnash his sharp teeth, and roll his blood-shot eyes; 
Then draws him to the ghore with artful care, 
And lifts his nostrils in the sick*ning air: 
Upon the burthen'd stream he floating lies, 
Stretches his quiv'ring fins, and gasping dies. 
Would you preserve a numerous finny race, 
Let your fierce dogs the rav nous otter chace; 
(Th' amphibious monster ranges all the shores, 7 32 
Darts thro? the waves, and ev'ry haunt explores :) - | 
Or let the gin his roving Steps betray, - 
And ave from hoistle jaws the scaly prey. x 
2.85 I never 
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-I never wander where the bord'ring reeds 
O'erlook the muddy stream, whose tangling weeds 
Perplex the fisher ; I nor chose to bear 
The thievish nightly net, nor barbed spear; 

Nor drain I ponds, the golden carp to take; 

Nor trowle for pikes, dispeoplers of the lake; 
Around the steel no tortur'd worm shall twine, 

No blood of living inse& stain my line. 

Let me, less cruel, cast the feather'd hook, 

Wich pliant rod, athwart the pebbled brook, 

Silent along the mazy margin $tray; - 
And with the men * delude the prey. 


Bah 


CANTO 1. 
No: „sporting Muse, dra w in wh flowing reins, 


Leave the clear streams awhile for sunny plains. 

Should you the various aims and toils rehearse, 
And all the fishermen adorn thy verse; 
- Should you the wide encirclin g net display, 
And in its spacious arch inclose the x sea; 
Then baul the plunging load upon the land, 
And with the soal and turbot hide the sand; 
It would extend the growing theme too long, 
And tire the reader with the wat'ry song. 

Let the keen hunter from (he chace refrain, 
Nor render all the ploughman's labour vain, 
When Ceres pours out plenty from her horn, 


And clothes the fields with golden ears of corn, 


Now, fy 
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Now, now, ye reapers, to your task repair, n 
Haste! save the product of the bounteous year:: 
To the wide- gathering hook long furrows yield, 
And rising sheaves extend through all che field. 

Yet, if for sy lvan sports thy bosom glow, 
Let thy fleet grey hound urge his flying foe. 
With What delight the rapid course I view !. 
How does-my eye the circling race pursue |: - / 
He snaps deceitful air with empty jaws; 
The subtle hare darts swift beneath his Paws 3- 
She flies, he stretches ; now with nimble bound 
Eager he presses on, but overshoots his ground; 28 
She turns; he winds, and soon regains the way, | | 
Then tears with goary mouth the screaming prev.. 
What various sport does rural life afford! 
What unbought dainties heap the wholesome board !! - 

Nor less the spaniel, skilful to betray, | 
Re wards the fowler with the feather'd prey. 
Soon as the labouring horse, with swelling veins, 
Has safely hous'd the farmer's doubtful gains, 
To sweet repast th“ unwary partridge flies, 
With joy amid the scatter'd harvest lies; 
Wand'ring in plenty, danger he forgets, 
Nor, dreads the slav'ry of entangling nets, 
The subtle dog scours with sagacious nose K beck! 
Along the field, and snuffs each breeze that bloc; 
Against the wind he takes his prudent way, aut? 
While the strong gale direfts him to the prey. 
Now the warm scent assures the covey near; 
He treads with caution, and he points with fear 
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Then (lest! some sentry-fowl the fraud descry, 
And bid his fellows from the danger fly) #03 viel 
Close to the ground in expetiation lies, 

Till in the snare the flutt'ring covey rise. 

Soon as the blushing light begins to spread, 

And glancing Phœbus gilds the mountain's head, 

His early flight th' ill-fated partridge takes, 

And quits the friendly shelter of the brakes. 

Or, when the sun casts a dechning ray, 

And drives his chariot down the western way, 

Let your obsequious ranger search around, 

Where yellow stubble withers on the ground 1 

Nor will the roving spy direct in vain, 

But num'rous- coveys gratify thy pain. 

When the meridian sun contracts the shade, 

And frisking heifers seek the coeling, glade; 

Or when the country floats with sudden rains, 

Or driving mists deface the moisten'd plains ; 

In vain his toils th? unskilful fowler tries, ö 
While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 
Nor must the sporting verse the gun forbear, 

But what's the Fowler's be the Muse's care. 

See how the well- taught pointer leads the way: 

The scent grous warm; he stops; he Springs the prey 9 
The flutt'ring coveys from the subble rise, 
And on swift wing divide the sounding skies: 
The scatt'ring lead pursues the certain fight, 

And death in thunder overtakes their flight. 
Cool breathes the mornipg air, and winter's hand 
Spreads wide her hoary mantle o'er the land”; 


E Ko 7 
Now to the cope thy lesser spaniel takes, 
Teach him to range the ditch, and force the brake; 
Not closest eoverts can protect the game: e 
Hark! the dog opens; take thy certain aim. | 
The woodcock flutters ; how he wav'ring flies? 
The woods resound : he wheels, he drops, he dies. 
The tow'ring hawk let future poets my” 
Who terror bears upon his soaring wing: 
Let them on high the frighted hern survey. 
And lofty numbers paint their airy fray. 
Nor shall the mountain lark the Muse detain, 
When, *midst his song, the twinkling glass betrays, 
While from each angle flush the glancing rays, 
And in the sun the transient colours blaze, 
Pride lures the little warble from the skies: : 
The light-enamour'd bird deluded dies, . 
But still the chace, a Pleasing task, remains; 
The hound must open in these rural strains. 
Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 
And edges eastern clouds wit rosy light, 
The healthy huntsman, with the cheerful horn, 
Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled morn; 
The jocund thunder wakes th' enliven'd hounds, 
They rouse from sleep, and answer sounds for sounds; 
Wide thro? the furzy field their rout they take; 
Their bleeding bosoms force the thorny brake: 
The flying game their smoking nostrils trace, 
No boundin 8 hedge obstrutts their eager pace; . 
The distant mountains echo from afar, 


And hanging woods resound the flying war ; 
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The eli noise 4 «prightly courser hears, _ - : N 


Paws the green turf, and pricks his trembling ears; 8 
The slacken'd rein now gives him all his speed, N 
Back: llies the rapid ground beneath the steed; 220248 A 


Hills, dales, and forests, far behind remain, 
While the warm scent draws on the deep-mouth'd trains 
Where shall the trembling hare a shelter find ? N 
Hark ! death advances in each gust of wind! 
New.stratagems and doubling wiles she tries; 
Now circling turns, and now at large she flies; 
Till, spent at last, she pants and heaves for breath, 
Then lays her down, and waits devouring death. 
But stay, advent'rous Muse! hast thou the force 
To wind the twisted horn, to guide the horse? 
+ To keep thy foot unmov'd, hast thou the skill, | 
O'er the high gate, and down the headlong hill? - ©, 
- Can't thou the stag's laborious chase direct, 9 
Or che strong fox thro! all his arts detect ? 
be theme demands a more experienced lay: 
Fe mighty hunters! spare this weak essay. 
O happy plains, remote from war's alarm, 
And all the ravages of hostile arms! 
And happy shepherds, who, secure from fe, 
On open downs preserve your fleecy care! 
Whose spacious harns groan with increasing store, 
And whurling flails disjoint the cracking Yoor ! 
No barb'rous soldier, bent on, cruel spoil, 
Spreads desolation o'er your fertile soil; 
No trampling steed lays waste the ripen'd grain, 
Nor crackling fires devour your promis'd gain: 


e 

No flaming beacons cast their blaze afar, a 

The dreadful signal of invasive war; 

No trumpet clangour wounds the mother” Kar, 

And calls the lover from his $wooning fair, e = 
What happiness the rural maid attends, eee, 151; nk > i 

In cheerful labour while each day she spends! 

She gratefully receives what Heaven has sent, 

And, rich in poverty, enjoys content, 

(Such in happiness, and such unblemish'd fame, 

Ne'er glad the bosom of the courtly dame) : 

She never feels the pleen' $ imagin'd pains, | 

Nor melancholy stagnates in her veins ; ” ; 

She never loses life in thoughtless ease, 

Nor on the velvet couch invites disease; 

Her home-spun dress in simple neatness lies, 

And for no glaring equipage she sighs: 44 * | 

Her reputation, which is all her boast, . __ | 25 

In a maliciou? visit ne'er was lost; + | ; 

Mo midnight masquerade her beauty wears, . 

And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs. 

If love's soft passion in her bosom reign, 

An equal passion warms her happy swain. 

No home-bred jars her quiet state controul, 

Nor watchful jealousy torments her soul; 8 4 - | 

With secret joy she sees her little race . 1 0 

Hang on her breast, and her small cottage grace; - 1 | F | 

The fleecy ball the busy fingers cull, l 

Or from the 2282 draw che ane wol. 25 11 
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Thus slow her hours wich constant peace of mind, | 
Till age the latest thread of life unwind. 
Ye happy fields, unknown to noise and strife, 
The kind rewarders of industrious life; 
'Ye shady woods, where once I us'd to rove, 
Alike indulgent 'to the Muse and Love; 


Le murm' ring. streams that in meanders roll, 


The sweet composers of the pensive dank; 


Farewell! the city calls me from your bbwem: | 
2 arewell, n — and EDA hours! ! 5. 


— 1 — — 4 ih 
r A8 80 N S. 
By Dr. YOUNG. 


"HEN Reason, like the skilful hitter, 8 
Can break the fiery passions to the bit, f 


And, spite of the licentious follies keep Suh 
The radiant track of glory; passions then 


Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant Reason, 


Firm in her seat, and swift in her career, 


Enjoys their violence; and, smiling, thanks Aeg 
Their formidable flame for high renown. oe oe ety: 
, & "#14 x 14 * I. * 5 5 } F n 
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"THE EI 
By Dr. PARNELL, 
\OME hither, boy, we'll hunt to-day . 
The Book-worm, rav*ning beast of prey, Af 


Producꝰd by parent Earth, at odds, 
As Fame reports it, with the gods. | 
Him frantic hunger wildly drives 
Against a thousand author's lives: LE 
Through all the fields of wit he flies, 8 25 . 
Dreadful his wit with clust'ring eyes, , 
Wich horns without, and tusks within, 


And scales to serve him for a skin. 
Observe him nearly, lest he climb 


To wound the bards of ancient time, 


Or down the vale of Fancy go, 


Jo tear some modern wretch below. | 


On ev'ry corner fix thine eye, 
Or ten to one he slips thee by, 


See where his teeth a passage eat; "FLA 
- We'll rouse him from the deep retreat, ] 3 | 


But who the shelter's forc'd to give? 
*Tis sacred Virgil, as 1 live! 

From leaf to leaf, from song to song, 
Hle dravs the tadpole form along; 
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He mounts the « gilded edge TOR j | 

He's up, he scuds the covert oer; 

He turns, he doubles, there he pass'd ; 

In And here we have him, caught at last. 
Insatiate brute, whose teeth abuse 

The sweetest servant of the Muse, 

| (Nay, never offer to de 

1 took thee in the fact to fly.) 

His roses nipt in ev'ry page, | 

My poor Anacreon mourns thy rage; 

By thee my Ovid wounded lies; 

By thee my Lesbia's sparrow dies; 

Thy rapid teeth have half destroy d 

The work of love in Biddy Floyd; 

They rent Belinda s locks away, 

And spoil'd the Blouzelind of Gay, 8 

For all, for ev'ry single deed, 

Relentless Justice bids thee bleed. 

Then fall a victim to the Nine, 

Myself the priest, my desk the shrine. 

Bring Homer, Virgil, Tasso near, 

T's pile a sacred altar here. 
Hold, boy, thy hand outruns thy wit, 

| You reach'd the plays that Dennis writ; 

* You reach'd me Philips! rustic strain; 

Pray take your mortal bards again. 
Come, bind the victim, there he lies, 

And here between his num'rous eyes 

This venerable dust I lay, 

From manuscripta just swept away. 


The 


* * 


The goblet in my hand I take 
(For the libation's yet to make7/ 
A health to poets ! all their days 
May they have bread as well as praise: 
Sense may they seek, and less engage 
In papers fill'd with party rage. 
But, if that riches spoil their vein, 
Ye Muses, make them poor again, - 
Now bring the weapon, yonder blade, 
With which my tuneful pens are made. | 
I strike the scales that arm thee round, 
And twice and thrice I print the wound ; 
The sacred altar floats with red, 
And now he dies, and now he's dead. 
How like the son of Jove I stand. 
This Hydra streteh'd beneath my hand! 
Lay bare this monster's entrails here, 
To see what dangers threat the year: 
Ve gods! what sonnets on a wench! 
What lean translations out of French! 
*Tis plain, this lobe is so unsound, 
. S— prints before the months go round. 
But hold, before I close the scene, 
The sacred altar should be clean. 
Oh ! had I Shadwell's second bays, 
Or, Tate, thy pert and humble lays ! 
(Ye pair, forgive me, when I vow 
I never miss'd your works till now) 
Id tear the leaves to wipe the shrine 
(That only way you please the Nine ;) 
: E2- 
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1 . 
But since I chance to want these two, 
I'll make the songs of Durfey do. 
Rent from the corps, on yonder pin 
] hang the scales that brac'd it in; 
I hang my studious morning gown, | 
And write my own inscription down: 
© This trophy from the Python won, 
This robe in which the deed was done, 
© These, Parnell, glorying in the feat, 
Hung on these shelves, the Muses seat, 
Here ignorance and hunger found 
Large realms of wit to ravage round; 
Here ignorance and hunger fell; 
Two foes in one I sent to hell. 
AE poets, who my labourers see, 
Come share the triumph all with me! 
Ve critics, born to vex the Muse, 


To mourn the grand ally you lose.. 


* 
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FIRE SIDE. 
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5 Dr. COTTON. 


EAR Chloe, while the IM crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud b 
In Folly s maze OOTY 3 1 
Tho' singularity and pride N 
Be call'd our choice, we'll tep wide; Va 
Nor join the giddy dance, | 
From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, | 
Where love our hours employ z z 
No noisy neighbour enters here, 
Nor intermeddling stranger near, t 
To spoil our heart- felt joy. - 
\ | | 1 3 
If solid happiness we prize, N ee 
Within our breast this jewel lies; 3 
: And they are fools who roam: I-41 
The world has nothing to bestow 3 Mp 
From our own selves our joys must flow, + 
And that dear hut, our home. 
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8 
ot rest Was Noab-s dove bereft, 


When with impatient wing she left 
+. That safe retreat, the ark; 


_ Giving her vain excursion o'er, 


Ihe disappointed bird once more 


Explor'd the sacred bark. 


Tho? fools spurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs, 


We, whoimprove-his golden hours, 
By sweet experience know, 
That marriage rightly understood, 


Gives to the tender and the moo 


A pajadise below. 98 


| Our babes shall richent ifs bring; ; 


If tutor'd right, they'll prove a spring 


Wbhence pleasures ever rise: 


We'll form their minds with studious care, 5 


To all that's manly, good, and fair, 
And train them for the skies. 


While they our wisest hours engage, 


They'll joy our youth, support our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs; 


| They'll grow in virtue every day, 


f And chus our fondest loves repay, 


And recompense our cares. 


. 
No bortow'd joys, they re all our own, 
While, to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot; 
Monarchs! we .enyy not your state; 3 
We look with pity on the great, 
And _ our nn lot. 


2M 


ts 1 not large, indeed; +55 

But then how little do we need l. a 

For nature's calls are few. 

In this the Wart of living lies, ; 

To want no more than may suffice, 
And make that little * | 


We'll 8 relish, with contents. 
Wbate er kind Providence has sent, 
Nor aim beyond our power ; 
For, if our stock be very small, 

*Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 
N or lose the RO hour... 


Io be OF when ills betide 3: 


Patient when favours are denied, 

| And pleas'd with favours given; 8 

Dear Chloe, chis is wisdom's part; 
This is that incense of the heart, as 

Whose fragrance smells to heaven. 
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We'll ask nolong protrafted treat, 


N Since winter's life is seldom sweet; 


But when our feast is o'er; 

Grateful from table we'll arise, 

Nor grudge our sons with envious eyes 
The relics of our store. | 


Thus, hand in in we'll gos 


Its chequer'd paths of joy and woe 
Wich cautious steps we'll tread ; - 


Quit its vain scenes without a tear, 


Without a trouble or a fear, 
And mingle wich the dead. 


While cousine, like a taithful friend, 
Sball thro* the gloomy vale attend, 


And cheer our dying breath; | | 
Shall, when all other comforts cease, 


Like a kind angel whisper peace, - 
And smooth the bed of . 9 


ODE ro LEVEN WATER. 


By Dr. SM OLLE TY 


N Leven's banks, while free to rove, 
And tune the rural pipe to love, 
I envied not the happiest wain 
That ever trod th“ Afcadian plain. 
Pure stream! in hose transparent wave 


My youthful limbs I wont to lave; 


No torrent stain the limpid source, 110 


No rocks impede thy dimpling course, 
That sweetly warbles o'er its bed, 


With white, round; polish'd pebbles epread ; 


While,| lightly pois'd, the scaly brood 
In. myriads cleave. the crystal flood : 

The springing trout, in speckled pride; . 

The salmon, monarch of the tide 3 

The ruthless pike, intent on war; 

Tbe silver eel, and mottled par, 
Devolving from thy parent lake, 

A charming maze thy waters make, 

By bow'rs of birch, and groves of pine, | 
And edges, flower'd with eglantine. 

Still on thy banks, so gaily green, 
May num'rous herds and flocks be seen 3 
And lasses, chanting o'er the pail; 


Aha NOI Piping i in the dale; ; 
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And: ancient faith, that knows no. "FI 3 Ne : 
And industry, imbrown'd. with toil; +. 

And hearts resolv'd, and hands prepar'd, 

The blessings ay enjoy to guard... 
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PLEASURES or MEDITATIONS, 
_ By EDWARD YOUNG, 


| AN 
ROM dreams, where thought in fancy's maze runs 
To Reason, that heaven- lighted lamp i in man (ads: 
Once more I wake 3 and at the destin'd hour, 
PunQual as lovers to the moment worn, | 
I keep my assignation HS... | 
i DO! lost to virtue, lost to manly thought, 
Lost to the noble sallies of the soul 3 
Who think it Solitude to be alone. 9 
Communion sweet! communion large and high! * 
Our Reason, Guardian Angel, and our God! 
Then nearest these, when others most remote; 
And all, ere long, shall be remote but these. N 
Ho dreadful then to meet them all „ 
A stranger! unacknowledg'd ! { unapprov'd!\. 
Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy breast; 
To win thy wish, creation has no more; 
Or if we wish a fourth; is is a friend | 


— 


But friends how 1 gang g'rous the desire * 


— 
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DESPAIRINOG SHEPHERD. 


By MATTHEW PRIOR. 


 LEXIS:-shunn''d his Gras 
A Their rural sports and jocund strains 5 
(Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's bow 1) | 
He lost his crook, he left his flocks.,. 
And wand' ring thro? the lonely e 


He nourish'd endless 1d. 525 


The nymphs and. shepherds round 2M came; 
His grief some pity, others blame 
The fatal cause all kindly sgek; 


3 3% 6 


He mingled his concern with theirs ; 5 
He gave em back their friendly tears; ; 
He sigh'd, but would not speak. 

Clorinda came among che rest, . 
And she, too, kind concern exprest, 


And ask'd the reason of his woe; 


She ask'd, but with an air and mien 
That made it easily foreseen Wen d 
She fear'd too much to know. | 


The shepherd raistd his mournful head 15 51 ot 


And will you pardon me, he aid, 1 


F 


r 
| While EET e 
© Which ab from my hands » Big 
"Which never should offend your ear, 
But that you bid me tell | 


d thus I rove, is thus complain, 


Since you appear*d upon the plain; 
You are the cause of all my care : 
Your eyes ten thousand dangers dart, 
Ten thousand torments vex my heart; 
I love and I despair, 
Too much Alexis, I have heard : 
"Tis what I thought, dis what 1 fear'd 3 
And yet 1 pardon you, he cry'd: 
But you shall promise ne'er again, 
To breathe your vows or speak 9 
He N obey d, ape 7 


| A REASONABLE AFFLICTION. | 


I Wen 


; a= death-ded poor Lubin lies, 
$poure is in despair; 

rn 
| They boch expres ther care. a 
A diff rent came, says parsen Sly, 
Ide same effet may give; 

Poor Lubin fears that he dall de, 
ER En, 
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RURAL' ELEGANCE. 


AN ODE TO THE LATE DUCHESS OF SOMERSET» 
| MIO LI HERE 2v 444 T7; 
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By WILLIAM SHENSTONE. 
_ 


Wuge orient ſkies reflore the day, 
And dew drops catch the lucid ray, =” 


Amid he I es eons: 5 001 20 
Will aught the Muſe inſpire?7 el; 1001 
Oh! peace to yundet Rs wy 

That drowns the ſacred Nele A 780 0 7 


Ve rural Thanes) ! that ver the acts 3 
Some panting tim? rous hare . purſue, i; 
Does Nature mean your joys alone 10 crown! 
Say, does ſhe ſmacth her lawns for you? - 

For you does Echo bid the rocks reply, . 


. And, urg'd by rade conſſraint, re ſuund the 21% a ? 


See from. the neighb'ring hill, forlorn, il $6 D., 
The wretched ſwain your {ports ſurvey; 3 „ 
He finds his faithful fences torn, —_ 

He finds his labour'd crops a prey 3 | £85 

He ſees his flock—no more 1n 28 feed, 


„ ne | 


hy 


tions} 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed, 
And with no random curſes loads the deed. 


Nor yet, ye Swains! conclude 

That Nature ſmiles for you alone; 

Your bounded ſouls and your conception crude, 
! . The proud, the ſelfiſh, boaſt diſown : | 

| | Your's be the produce of the ſoil ; 

C- Nor ever the defenceleſs train 


| of clinging infants alk ſupport 1 in vain! 


9 


But tho' the various harveſt gild your plains, 

Does the mere landſcape feaſt your · eye TS, 

N Or the warm hope of diſtant gains | 

? Far other cauſe of glee ſupply ? oF 
| Is not the red-ſtreak's future juice 

vi The ſource of your delight profound, 

WW Where Ariconium pours her gems Ros, #6 

g | Purpling a whole horizon round p 


Athirſt ye praiſe the limpid ſtream, 'tis tr true; 
But tho' the pebbled ſhores among 2 8 
It mimic no unpleaſing ſong, ve 
IL The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 


| Unpleas'd ye ſee the thickets bloom, P is 
| Unpleas'd the ſpring her flow'ry robe reſume; 
Unmov'd the monutain's airy pile, 

=Y The dappled mead without a ſmile, - . , -- 


L 
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O let a rural conſcious Mufe, © Ft 
For well ſhe knows, your froward ſenſe accuſe : 
| Forth to the ſolemn oak you bring the ſquare, 
And ſpan the maſfy trunk before you cry, Tis fair. 
Nor yet ye Learn'd! not yet, ye Courtly Train! 
If haply from your haunts ye ſtray 
To waſte with us a ſummer's day, 
Exclude the taſte of ev'ry ſwain, 
Nor our untntor'd ſenſe diſdain: 
'Tis Nature only gives excluſive right 
To reliſh her ſupreme delight: 
She, where ſhe pleaſes, kind or coy, 
Who furniſhes the ſcene, and forms us to enjoy. 


Then hither bring the fair i ingenuous 1 mind, 
By her auſpicious aid refin'd, - THT 
Lo! not an bedge- row hawthorn blows, 55 ; 
Or humble harebell paints the plain, . 

Or valley winds, or fountain flows, 

Ot purple heath is ting'd in vain: 
For ſuch the rivers daſh the foaming tides, 

The mountain ſwells, the dale ſubſides ; 
Ev'n thriftleſs furze detains their wand'ring ſight, 


| And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with delight. 


With what ſuſpicious fearful care 
The ſordid wretch ſecures his claim, 


If haply ſome luxurious heir 
Should: alienate the fields that wear his 1 


A 2 3 
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What ſcruples leſt birth ſome future 

Should litigate a ſpan of earth! 

Bonds, contracts, feoffments, names unmeet for role; 
The tow'ring Muſe endures not to diſcloſe; 
Alas! her unrevers'd decree, 

More comprehenſive and more free, 


Her laviſh'd charter, taſte, appropriates all we ſee. 


Let gondolas their painted flags unfold, 


And be the ſolemn day enroll d, 


When, to confirm his lofty plea, 

In nuptial ſort, with bridal gold, 

The grave Venetian weds the ſea : 
Each laughing Muſe derides the vow; 


Ev'n Adria ſcorns the weak embrace. 

To ſome lone hermit on the mountain's eee 
Allotted, from his "natal hour, 

Wich all her myrile mores in dow I 

His breaſt, to admiration prone, 
Enjoys' the ſmile upon her ek 

* Enjoys triumphant ev'ry grace, | 


And finds her mot hs own. . Fs PEI 


| Fatigu'd with F orm's oppre ſlive laws, 

When Somerſet avoids the great, 
When, cloy'd with merited applauſe, 
She ſeeks the rural calm retreae, 
Does ſhe not praiſe each moſſy cell, | 

And feel the truth my numbers tell? 
| | SD When 


665 
When, deafen'd by the loud acclaim 
Which genius grac'd with rank obtains, 
Could ſhe not more delighted hear 
Von' throſile chant the rifing year? 
Could ſhe not ſpurn the wreaths of fame, 
To crop the primroſe of the plains? _ : 
Does ſhe not ſweets in each fair valley find, 


Loſt to the ſons of Pow'r, unknown to half mankind ? 


Ah! can he covet hw to ſee 
The ſplendid flaves, the reptile race, 

That oil the tongue and bow. the knee, 

That ſlight her merit, but adore her place ? 
For happier, if aright I deem, 

When from gay throngs and gilded ſpires, | 
To where the lonely halcyons play, N 
Her philoſophie ſtep retires: +; 
While ſtudious of the moral theme, 

She to ſome ſmooth ſequeſter'd ſtream 
Likens the ſwains“ inglorious day, 

Pleas'd from the flow'ry margin to ſurvey 


How cool, ſerene, and clear, the current gildes away. 


Oh blind to truth, to virtue blind, 
Who ſlight the {ſweetly penſive mind! 
On whoſe fair birth the Graces mild, 
And ey'ry Muſe prophetic ſmil'd. | 
A3 | No 
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Not that the poet's boaſted fire 


Should Fame's wide-echoing trumpet wen, 
Or on the mukic of his lyre 


Each future age with rapture dwell; 
The vaunted ſweets of praiſe remove, 


Vet ſhall ſuch boſom claim a part 


In all chat glads the human heart; 


Vet theſe the ſpirits form'd to judge and prove 
All Nature's charms immenſe, and n n's unbounded 


Joy fy 


And, oh! 5 3 moſt ally d to fong, | 
In ſome fair villa's peaceful bound, 

To catch ſoft hints from Nature's tongue, 
And bid Arcadia bloom around; 3 
Whether we fringe the loping all, 

Or ſmooth below the verdant mead, 
Whether we break the falling ri ll, 

Or thro' meand'ring mazes lead, 

Or in the horrid brambles rbom 


Bid carcleſs groups of roſes bloom, 


Or let ſome ſhelter'd lake ſerene 


Relle& flowers, woods, and _ and brighten all the 


ſcene, ' 


O ſweet diſpoſal of the 1 5 hour! 

O beauties never known to cloy! : 

| While Worth and Genius haunt the Favour'd bow'r, 
And ev'ry gentle brealt partakes the joy; 


While 


% 
While Charity at eve ſurveys the ſwain, 
Enabled by tlieſe toils to cheer. 
A train of helpleſs infants dear, 
Speed whiſtling home acrals the plain; 
See vagrant Luxury, her handmaid grown, 
For half her gracelefs deads'atone, | 

And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it with her own. 
Why brand theſe pleafures with the name, 

Of ſoft unſocial toils, of indolence and ſhame 7 
Search but the garden of the wood, | 
Let yon' admir' d carnation own 

Not all was meant for raiment or for food, 

Not all for needful aſe alone; ; A 
There while the ſeeds of future bloſſoms dwell, 

'Ti is colour'd for the fight, perfam'd to pleaſe the ſmell. | 
Why knows the nightingale to ung? ? | 8 
Why flows the pine's neftarionsjuice P 
Why ſhines with paint the linnet's wing? 

For ſuſtenance alone? for uſe? ß; 
For preſervation? Ev'ry ſphere 


Shall bid fair Pleaſure's rightful claim appears: 
And ſure there ſeem, of humankind, 
Some born to ſhun the folemn rife; 


Some for amuſive taſłks de ſignid, 
To ſooth the certain ills of life ;; 


Grace its lone vales wich eee 
Ne founts of bliſs diſcloſe, 


Call forth refreſhing ſhades, and decorate repoſe. 


. 
From plains and woodlands, from the view 
Of rural Nature's blooming face, 
Smit with the glare of rank and place, 
To courts the ſons of Fancy fleẽW 3 
There long had Art ordain'd a rival ſeat, 
There had ſhe laviſh'd all ber care, 
To form a ſcene more dazzling fair, 
And call'd them from their green retreat 
To hare her proud control ; ; | 
Had given the robe with grace to How, 
Had taught exotic gems to glow ; 
And, emulous of Nature's pow'r, 
Mimic'd the plume, the leaf, the flow'r; 
- Chang'd the complexion's native hue, 
Moulded each ruſtic limb anew, 
And warp'd the very ſoul, 


Awhile her magic- Wade the . eye, 
Awhile the fairy forms delight; 

And now aloof we ſeem to fly | | . 
On purple pinions thro? a purer ſky, 
Where all is wond'rous, all is bright: 
Now, landed on ſome ſpangled ſhore, 
Awhile each dazzled maniac roves : 

By ſaphire lakes thro' em'rald groves : 
Paternal acres pleaſe no more: ; 


Adieu the ſimple, the ſincere delight— 


Th 
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The habitual ſcene of hill and dale, 5 8 
Ihe rural herds, the vernal gale, ; "i 
The tangled vetch's purple bloom, _ 
The fragrance of the bean's perfume, 
Be theirs alone who'cultivate the foil, 
And drink the cup of thirſt, and eat the breg of toil.” 


But ſoon the pageant 645 away! 1 b 4 tnbee 
'Tis Nature only bears, perpetual bows oh. | 
We pierce the counterfeit delight, 3 5 6 
F atigu d with ſplendour's irk ſome beams; 5 Fe, 
Fancy again demands the fight... - . ... 
Of native groves and wonted flreams,. - 1 ; 3 
Pants for the ſcenes, that charm'd her youthful eyes, 
Where Truth maintains ber court, and banilhes VET 


Then kithes oft', ye Senators ! retire; 

Wich Nature here high converſe hold: 

For while like Stamford her delights OI 

Like Stamford ſhall with feorn behold 

Th' unequal bribes of pageantry and gold; 

Beneath the Britiſh oak's majeſlic ſhade 

Shall ſee fair Truth, immortal maid ! 

Friendſhip in artleſs guiſe array'd, 

Honour and moral beauty ſhine . 
[206] e With 


. 
Wich more attractive charms, with radiance mote  * 
Yes, here alone did higheſt Heav'n Vegarn [divine, 
The laſting magazine of charms,” . © © 
Whatever wins, whatever warms, _ ;! | 
Whatever fancy ſeeks to ſhare, „ 
The great, the various, and che fair, 
For ever ſhould remain ; 


Her implulſe nothing may reftrain— 
Or whence the joy” mid columns, tow ci, 
Midſt all the city's artful trim, 

To rear ſome breathleſs vapid flow'rs 

Or ſhrubs fuliginouſty grim ? 

From rooms of filken foliage vain, 

To trace the dun far diſtant grove, | 
Where, ſmit with undiſſembled pain, | : 
The woodlark mourns her abſent love, - | | 

Beoorne to the duſty town from native ait, 
| To mimic rural life, and ſooth ſome er fair? 


But how muſt Faithleſs Art prevail, 

Should all who taſte our joy ſincere, | 

To virtue, truth, or ſcience, dear, 

Forego a court's alluring pale, 

For dimpled brook and leafy grove, 

For that rich luxury of thought they love! 
Ah, no! from these the public ſphere requires 
n for its giddy — ; 


From 


N 
From theſe impartial Heay' n demands 
To ſpread the flame itſelf inſpires ; . 
To ſift Opinion's mingled: maſs, 


m a nation's taſle, and bid the helin paſs. 8 5 


. Happy, thrice 1 they, 


Whoſe graceful deeds have exemplary ſhone : Z 


Round the gay precin&ts of a throne © 
Wich mild effective beam: 
Who bands of fair ideas bring, 
By ſolemn grot or ſhady ſpring, 
To join their pleaſing dreams; | 
Theirs is the rural bliſs without alloys pi 00 
They only that deſerve enjoys 


What tho? nor fabled Dryad haunt their grove, 
Nor Naiad near their fountains rove ? | 

Yet all embody'd to the mental fight, 

A train of ſmiling Virtues bright | 

Shall there the wiſe retreat allow, 


Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wand”rer's brow. 


And tho' by faithleſs friends alarm'd, 


Art have with Nature wag'd 5 war, 


By Seymour's winning influence charm'd, 
In whom their gifts united ſhine, 

No longer ſhall their councils jar. 

, Tis her's to mediate the peace ; 


Near Percy-lodge, with awe-ſtruck mien, 


Wy i ff 
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Art ſhape the gay alcove, while Nature * che field. 


12 
The rebel ſeeks ber lawful queen, 7 Is 
And havock and contention ceaſe. 
I. ſee the rival pow'rs combine, 
And aid each ather's fair deſign: 
Nature exalt the mound where Art ſhall build, 


Begin, ye Songfters of the grove + 
O warble forth your nobleſt lay: » 


Where Somerſet vouckfafes to rob . 
Ye Lein'ets! foal ſport and ply, 


_  —Peace to the ſtrepent horn . 
Let no harkhdiflooance diſturb the * 
No ſounds inelegant and rude BE 
Her ſacred ſolitudes prophane, 1 — 
| Unleſs her candour not exclude | | 
The lowly khepherd's votive Brain, | . 
Who tunes his. reed amidſt his rural Ws”! 
Fearful, 8 not averſe, that Somerſet ſhould hear, 
== Tz —— | 
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By Dri BEATE. 


——— —— as 56 8% 
T the che the day, when the hamlet is Hill, wi 198 


| And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulnels prove; 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the ere, 


— 


*T was then by the cave ofa a mountain redie'd, * = 


A hermit his nightly complaint thus a he. 
Though mournful his numbers, his foul was reſign « 1 
He 9 a Tage, tho! be felt as a man. 12 


Ah! * dhe abandon'd to darkneſs Ee * 
Why thus lonely Philomel flows thy ſad firain 7 a 
For ſprikg ſhall return and a lover beſtow, 
And thy boſom no trace of misfortune retain: 


Yet if pity inſpire thee, Oh I ceaſe not che lay, 
Mourn ſweet complainer, man calls xhee COT 0 

Oh! ſooth him whoſe pleaſures like/ thine (paſs away, 
Full quickly they pats, but'they! neyer return Ws 1 
Vel. e ...& 79 85 Now 
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i ade and che landfcape i is eve no more, R 


* 


1 — 


3 . — ooeams cane 
Now gliding remote on the verge of Wy. 
The Moon half extinguiſh'd/her creſcent diſplays ; 
But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on high | 
She ſhone, and the Planets were loſt in her blaze; 


Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue _ 
The path that conducts thee to ſplendor _—_ ; 
But man 3 faded glory. no change ſhall rene 


Ab fool! to exult i in a gory + vain. 


188 101,1 45316a: ba f, 


I mourn, but ye woodlands T mourn not for por Ge 
For morn is, appoarching your charms to reſtore, _ 
Perfum'd 1 with freſh e and glier ring with dew: 2 


Nor yet for the ravage of winter 1 mourn}: ea 5 0 
Kind nature the embryo bloſſom wilbſave n 
But when, ſhall {pring viſit the mould' ring urn? 
Oh! when, Malt it dawn on dhe uight of thi Welt 2 


Ei Del Ft erden [axe 4h} 5 1 9 * 
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© By AKRON HE 
When Chriſt-at Cana's feaft, by pow «divine, 7 ys 


Infpir'd-cold water wüh the warmth. of wine, 
See cried theyzwbile i in redd' ning tide i gulh'd, } 1, 


The baſhſu Area hach ue god aud blu d. 
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THE CHILDREN; IN THE WOOD; 
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OR, THE NORFOLK CESTLENAY) s LAST. WILL AND 
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Now ponder well, you, parents dear, 
The words which I ſhall ik 

A doleful flory you ſhall bear, 1 
In time brougth forih to light : Mw 

A gentleman of good account 
In Norfolk liv'd of late, 1 

Whoſe wealth and riches did furmount 
Moſt men of his eſlate. 


\ 


29) 0 1201 
Sore ſick bs was, and like to die, 
No help that he could have; ee 
His wife by him as lick did lie, : | 855 
And bock poſſe ſs d one grave. o 91 
No love between thefe two was lot, 8 
Each Was to other kind? 1 D 5 
In love they liv'd, in love they died, | 
And left 00 babes behind: . 2 
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The one a hg and ee 7h 


Not paſſing thee years n | Y 
Th'other a girl, more young than be, 18 


And made in 1 $ AI 1362) : 
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(16) 
The father left his-little ſons 
As plainly doth appear, 
When he to perfect age ſhould come, 
Three hundred 3:96 608 year; 


And to bis little daughter Phils 
Five hundred pounds in gold, 

To be paid down on marriage day, 
Which might not be control'd: 

But if the children chance to . 
Ere they to age ſhould come, 


Their uncle ſhould polfeſs their wealch, 


For ſo the will did run, 


Ly 


Now, „ fad _ . man, 
Look to my children dear; 1 
Be good unto my boy and girl, ö 


No, friends elſe I have here: 8; * 


To God and you I do commend | 5 
My children, night and day, ; 1 | 


But little while, be ſure, we bs. z A 
Within Gus per to lay. 


You muſt bo ue mochen bow, 
And uncle, all in one; 2 3 2 L 

God knows, What will become of them 
"ON I am dead and 82 


ih 


( R 

Wich that beſpake their mother dear : It 
O brother kind, quoth ne,. 
You are the man muſt 200 our babes 
To wealth or miſery. 18: „AM U 


And if you keep them carefully, wig l 


Then God will you reward; 
If otherwiſe you ſeem to deal, 
God will your deeds regarxd- 
With lips as cold as any ſtone id | 
She kiſs'd her children: mall: 
God bleſs you both, my children FEE 5 1 
Wich that the tears did fall. 5 


Theſe ſpeeches then their brother ſpoke: 
To this ſick couple there : (3 

The keeping; of your children dean... 
Veet ſiſter, do not fear; * . 

God never proſper me nor. mine, Foe * 
Nor aught elſe that I have, Ws 

If I do wrong your children dear, | 
When you are laid in grave. 


Their parents being dexd and gone. 

The children home he takes, | 

And brings them home unte his houſe, 
And much of them he Go 34 
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(9) 
He had not kept theſe pretty babes 
A twelvemonth and a:day, | 
_ When for their wealch he did e 
I 0o make them both away; — , 


He bargain'd with two ruffians rude, © 
Which were of furious mood, ; 

That they ſhould take the children youbg, 
And lay them in a wood. 

He told his wife, and all he hdd,” 
He did the children ſen@* © 

To be- brought up in fair ne 41 
Wich one that was his friends 


Away then went theſe pretty babes, 
Rejoicing at that tide, 71 55 


Rejoicing with a merry wind, 81 98% 
They mould on cock-Horſe ride. 

They prate and rattle pleaſantly, 3 
As they rode on the way, 1 10 


? 


To thoſe that ſhould their butchers ba... 


And work tha lives decay, | 


So chat the pretty Teeth they, had 1 | 
Made murd' rer s heart relent; OTST 


ind they that undertook the deed A | . i 


Full ſore uy did . 


1 


— 


Yet 


— 


Let 


Within an unfrequented wood; 5 


„ e 


Yet one of them, more hard of heart, 1 Mn 
Did vow: to do his charge, | | 


Becauſe the wretch who hired him 


The other wou'd not agree thereto, 
So here they fell at ſtrife; 

With one another chey did fight 
About the children s life; 

And he that was of midldeſt mood 
Did ſlay the other there, 


While babes did quake for fear, bh 14 


He took the children by the hand, | 
When tears ſtood in their | eye; EE. 
And bade them come and go. with him, 

And look they did not ory: _ 
And two long miles he led them on, 3 
While they for food complain: | 5 


Stay here, quoth he, I'll bring you bread, 
When I & come again. 8 


4 
* 
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Theſe pretty babes with lt in * ö 
Went wandering up and don, 
But never more: they ſaw the man | 


* nen 


„ 
There pretty lips with blackberries 
Were all beſmear'd and dy'd; - 


And when they ſaw the dark ſome night, 


They ſat them down and crit. 


Thus wander'd theſe two pretty babes, | 
Till death did end their STO 
In one another's ams they died, 
As babes wanting relief: 
No burial theſe pretty babes 
Of any man receives, 
Till Robin-red-breaſt painfully 


Did cover them with leaves. 


And now | the heavy, mot rd 4% 
Upon their uncle fell. 
Yea, fearful fiends did haunt his hou 
His conſcience felt a hell! . 
His barns were fir'd, his goods copia, 
His lands were barren wade, 
His cattle died within the feld, 
And oy with him dd. 


5H: 16! 


} 


10 k. | 
And, in n the venage of en 57 6 
Too of his ſons did dim le] 


And, to conelude, himſelf was brought 
To extreme * 1 


„ | 
He pawn'd and mortgag d' all hisland 
Ere ſeven years came about, 
And now at length this wicked ct 
Did by this means come out, | 


The fellow that did 1 
_- Theſe children for to kill, 

Was for a robbery judg'd to dis, 8 
00 As vas God's hleſfed Will: g 101 A 


: , " i N 14 7 
Who did confeſa the very tr un 


The whieli is bera express d; 716 1 11 | \ Wits 
Their uncle died, while he, for 1 14 16 A 


* 


In paſts Jonp e X CI TON 18%» OB 


All you that be executors made, e 


And. overſeers eke, ar 
Of children that be facherleſs, - BL uh 
And infants mild and ecke AN 
Take you example by this thing 
And yield to each his right;: 
Leſt Gad, with ſuch like bac bo 


Your wicked: en . , 10 dd ö 
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By JOHN 1 87525 
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1 IM as che borrow'd beams of moon and lars 
| To lonely, weary; wand' ring ms i 
| Is reaſon to the ſoul: and as on high . 
Thoſe rolling fires diſcover but the Ar. 1 
1. Not light us here; ſo reaſon's glimm' ring ray 


Was lent, not to aſſure our doubtful way, 
But guide us upward to a better day. | 
And as thoſe nighitly tapers diſappear 
When day's bright lord aſcends our” hemiſphere ; ; 
. So pale grows reaſon at religion's fight; 10 
0 So dies, and ſo diſſolves in kepernat ral light. 
| Some few, whoſe lamp ſhone brighter, have been led 
1 From cauſe to cauſe, to nature's ſecret. head; * 


Ti — 
7 14 mY 
= 5 — 
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| F And found that one firſt principle muſt yer 8 Sus 5 #7; 
| But what, or who, that'univerſalt' He; net Wy 
FF — Whether ſome ſoul encompalling this ball! 
4 Unmade, unmov'd; yet making, moving all; 


1 — wa Kä— „ — 


Or various atoms, interfering dance, 


Leap'd into form, he noble work of chance; 


Or 


„„ 11 
Or this great all was from eternity; 20 N % 500 8 LJ 
Not e'en the Stagirite himſelf could fee; m: 
And Epicurus gueſs'd as welb as he: 
As blindly grop'd they for a future late; 
As raſhly judg'd of providence and fate: 
But leaſt of all could their endeavours find © - | 

What moſt concern'd the good of human 1 "7 

For happineſs was, hever tobe found, Mins on þ 
But vaniſh'd from them like enchanted . 1. : 
One thought concern'd the good to be nz 5 A 
This every little accident deftroy'd ; 
The wiſer madmen did for. virtue = 
A thorny, or at beſt a barten ſail: 2 


In pleaſure ſome their glutton ſouls, would "ID 4 adT? 
But-found their line too ſhort, he well too dee; 
And leaky veſſels which no bliſs could keep. e 
Thus anxious thoughts in endleſs circles roll. 
Without a centre where to fix the ſoul: |. 
In this wild maze their vain endeayours end: 1 
How can the leſs the er e 5 | pr 
Or finite reaſon reach Infinity? 3 4 TRIO,” 
For what could fathom God were more then He. | 
The Deiſt thinks he ſands on firmer ground ! RE” 

Cries earicka, the mighty ſecret's found: !! 
God is that ſpring of good; ſupreme” and bell; * 255 
We made to ſerye, and in that ſervice bleſt. U 
If ſo, ſome rules of worſhip muſt be given, 

Diſtributed alike to all by Heaven: | 
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649 „ 
Elſe God were partial, and to ſome denied * 0 
The means his juſtice ſhould for all provide 
This gen' ral worſhip as to praiſe OT + T: 192 0 bn 
One part to borrow bleſſings, one to-pay > +} oy 
And when frail nature flides geg Fb en of 
The ſaerifice for crimes is penitence. 2 1% Psel gutt 
Yet, fince th" effects of providenee, we find. 
Are variouſly diſpens'd to human ind, 4, 4 167 
That vice triumphs, and virtue ſuffers here, 
A brand that fov'reign juſtice cannot 8 800 1 1 ald n 
Our reaſon prompts us to à future fate, 
The laſt appeal from fortune and from bg WT 
Where God's all righteous Ways Will be gechr'd; 3 


* 
* 
t# 


Ga 


The bad meet puniſhment, the good read. 
Thus man by his on ſtrength to base, 

And would not be oblig' d to God for mor, 
Vain wretchell creature l how art Mme r 


To think thy wit theſe godlike nhotions bred !?! 
Theſe truths are not the'produR ol thy mind, | | 
But dropt from heaven, and ef a'nobler e 
Reveal'd religion firſt inforni'{'thy' „ght, e 5 n 0 
And realon ſaw not till faith fp? ng the 1 el v 197 
Hence all thy nat'ral worſhip takes the fotiree 3 lid oct? 
'Tis revelation,” What thou think dffcourfſe. 
Elſe how com'I thou to {ee ihele"tttiths W 
Which ſo obſcure to heathens did appear? © 

Not Plato thefe, nor Ariſlotie fodnd; 

| Nor he whoſe wiſdom oracles Teriown'd, 


T7 % 


Haſt 


e 
Haſt thou a' wit fo deep. or ſo-ſublime, | 
Or canſt thou lower dive, or higher climb? 
Canſt thou by reaſon more of godhead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero? " 

' Thoſe giant wits in happier ages born, 

When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn, 
Know no ſuch ſyſlem ; no ſuch piles could raiſe 
Of nat'ral pe build on 9 hots and ee 

2 To one ſole God. 

Nor did remorſe to expiate fin hens FO 

But flew their fellow-creatures for a bribe : ok = 

The guiltleſs victim groan'd for their offence ; tg 

And cruelty and blood were penitence.” gs 

by If ſheep and oxen could atone for men, 

4 Ah! at how cheap a rate the rich might ſin! 

And great oppreſſors might Heaven's wrath "I 

By off ring his own creatures for a ſpoil! 

Dar'ſt thou, poor worm, offend Infinity 7 

| And muſt the terms of peace be given by thee ? 

3 Then thou art Juſtice in the laſt appeal; 

3 Thy eaſy God inſtructs thee to rebel; _ 

And like a king, remote and weak, muſt take 
What ſatisfaction thou art pleas'd to make. 
But if there be a pow'r too juſt and ſtrong 
| To wink at crimes, and bear unpuniſh'd wrong, 
To Look humbly upward, ſee his will diſcloſe 
Haſt The forfeit firſt, and then the fine impoſe ;z—©@ 
Vol. III. 10. C A mul& * 


; | Let all records of will reveal'd be ſhewn; 


« *6 ) 


A mulQ thy poverty ,cquld never pay, 
Had not eternal wiſdom found the way, 
And with celeſtial wealth ſupplied thy ſtore z E35 
His juſtice makes the fine, his mercy quits the ſcore. 
See God deſcending i in thy human frame ; i 
Th' offended ſuffering in th' offender's name; © 
All thy miſdeeds to him imputed ſee, _. _ 
And all his righteouſneſs devoly'd on thee. | 
For, granting we have ſinn'd, and that th ts. 
Of man is made againſt Qmnipotence, __ 
Some price that bears proportion muſt be paid 
And infinite with infinite be weigh'd. | 
See then the Deiſt loſt; remorſe for vice, _ nh 
Not paid; or, paid, inadequate in price 
What farther means can reaſon now direct, 
Or what relief from human wit expeQ, 
That ſhews us fick; and ſadly are we ſure 
Still to be ſick, till Heaven reveal the cure: 
If then Heaven's will muſt needs be undeiſtond,, 
Which muſt, if we want cure, and Heaven be good, 


8 
4 33 


With ſcripture all in equal balance thrown, tits 

And our one ſacred book will be that one. 
Proof needs not here; for whether we compare 

That impious, idle, ſuperſtitious ware 

Of rites, luſtratious, off' rings, which before, 

In varieus ages, various countries bore, 


Wich 


N 0 * 
With chriſlian fauh and virtues, we ſhall gad | 
None anſw'ring the great ends of human kind, 
But this one rule of life, that ſhews us: beſt 
How God may be appeas'd, and mortals bleſt. 
Whether from lengik of time its worth we draw, 
The word is ſcarce more ancient than the law 3. 
Heaven's early care preſerib'd for every age; 
Firſt in the. ſoul, and after in the page, 
Or whether more abſttactedly we look, 
Or on the writers, or the written book, 
Whence, but from Heaven, could man unſkill'd | in arts, 
In ſev'ral ages born, in ſev*ral parts, 
Weave ſuch agreeing truths? or how, or why, 
Should all conſpire to cheat us with a lye p 
Unaſk'd their pains, ungrateful their advice, 
| Starving their gain, and martyrdom their price. 
| If on the book itſelf we calt our view, 
Concurrent heathens prove the ftory true; 
be dodtrine, miracles 3 which muſt convince, 
Ids | For Heaven in them appeals to human ſenſe; 
2 And tho' they prove not, they confirm the cauſe, 
When what is taught agrees with nature's laws. 
Then for the ſty le, majeſtic and divine, 
It fpeaks no leſs than God in ev*ry line; 
Commanding words; whoſe force is fill the ſame 
As the firſt fiat that produc'd our frame. 
All faiths beſide or did by arms aſcends, 
ny Or ſenſe indulg'd has made mankind their friend, 
th | +40 


( 28 ) 
This only doctrine does our luſts oppoſe, 
Unfed by nature's ſoil, in which it grows; 
Croſs to our int'reſts, curbing ſenſe and fin ; 
Oppreſs'd without, and undermin'd within, 
It thrives thro? pain; its own tormentors tires; 
And with a ſtubborn patience {till aſpires 
To what can reaſon ſuch effects aſſign 
Tranſcending nature, but to laws divine: 
Which in that ſacred volume are contain'd:; 
Sufficient, clear, and for that uſe ordain'd ? } - 
1 But ſtay: the Deiſt here will urge ane w, 
W No ſupernat'ral worſhip can be true; 
Becauſe a gen'ral law 1s that alone | 
Which muſt to all, and every where, be known : | 
A ſtyle ſo large as not this book can claim 
Nor aught that bears reveal'd religion's name. 
*Tis ſaid, the ſound of a Meſſiah's birth 
Is gone thro' all the habitable earth; — 
But flill that text mult be confin'd alone 
To what was then inhabited and known: 
And what proviſion could from thence acerue 
To Indian ſouls, and worlds diſcover'd new ? 
In other parts it helps, that ages paſt, 77 
The ſcriptures there were known, and were embrac'd, 
Till fin. ſpread once again the ſhades. of night; 
What's that to theſe, who never ſaw the light? 
Of all objections this indeed is chief 5 
To ſtartle reaſon, ſlagger frail belief: 


(wy) 


; We grant, 'tis true, that Heaven from human ſenſe | 


Has hid the ſecret paths of Providence; 

But boundleſs wiſdom, boundleſs mercy, may 
Find, ev'n for thoſe bewilder'd ſouls, a way 
If from his nature foes may pity claim, 
Much more may ſtrangers who ne'er heard his name, 
And though no name be for ſalyation known, 
But that of this eternal Son's alone; 


Who knows how fair tranſcending goodneſs can, 
- Extent the merits of that Son to man ?P 


Who knows what reaſons may his mercy lead; 
Or ignorance invincible may plead ? 

Not only charity bids. hope the beſt, 

But more the great apoſtle has expreſy'd : * 

«© That if the Gentiles, whom no law inſpir'd, - 
By nature did what was by law requir'd, | 
They, who the written rule had never known, 
Were to themſelves both rule' and law alone : 
To nature's plain indictment they ſhall plead : 


And by their conſcience be condemn'd or freed 8 
n Moſt righteous doom! becauſe a rule reveal'd 
Is none to thoſe from whom it was conceal'd, 
Then thoſe who follow'd reafon's diftates right 
Liv'd up, and lifted high their nat'ral light; 
With Socrates may ſee their Maker's face, 
While thouſand rubric-martyrs want a place, 
Nor does it baulk my charity, to find 
Th' EY dan biſhop of another mind; 
Ve 85 
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For thought his creed eternal truth contains, 

*Tis hard for man to doom to endleſs pains 

All who believ'd not all his zeal requir'd; 

Unleſs the firſt could prove he was inſpir'd. 

Then let us either think he meant to fay 

This faith, where publiſh'd, was the only way; 

Or elſe conclude that, Arius to confute, 

The good old man, too eager in diſpute, 

Flew high; and as his chriſtian fury roſe, 

Damn'd all for heretics who durſt oppoſe. 
Thus far my charity this path has tried; 

A much unſkilful, but well-meaning guide: 

Vet what they are, e'n theſe crude thoughts were bred 

By reading that which better thou haſt read; 

Thy matchleſs author's work ; which thou, my friend, 

By well tranſlating. better doſt commend; | 

' Thoſe youthful hours which of thy equals moſt 

In toys have ſquander'd, or in vice have loſt; 

Thoſe hours haſt thou to nobler uſe employ'd, 

And the ſevere delights of truth enjoy d. 

Witneſs this weighty book, in which appears. 

The crabbed toil of many thoughtful years, 

Spent by thy author, in the ſifting care 

Of rabbins old ſophiſticated ware 

From gold divine'; which he who well can ſort: | 

May afterwards make algebra a ſport, 

A treaſure, which if country-curates buy, 


They Junius and Tremellius may defy ; * 
| Save 


. Þ - - 


Save pains in various readings and tranſlations; 


And without Hebrew make moſt learn'd quotations. + 


A work ſo full with various learning fraught, 


So nicely ponder'd, yet ſoiſtrongly.wrought, - |< 


As nature's height and art's laſt hand requir'd, 
As much as man could compaſs, unin ſpir'd: 
Where we may ſee what errors have been made 
Both in the copyer's and tranſlators trade;  / 
How Jewiſh, Popiſh, int'reſſs have prevail'd, | 
And where infallibility has fail'd. 

For ſome, who have his ſecret meaning dane 


Have found our author not too much a prielt : 


For faſhion's ſake he ſeems to have recourſe 


To pope, and councils, and tradition's force: 


But he that old traditions could ſubdue, 
Could not but find the weakneſs of the new: 
If ſcripture, tho? deriv'd from heavenly birth, 
Has been but careleſsly preſery'd on earth; 

If God's ow people, who of God before 
Knew what we know, and had been promis'd more, 
In fuller terms of heaven's aſſiſting care, 

And who did neither time nor ſtudy ſpare 

To keep this book untainted, unperplex'd, 

Let in groſs errors to corrupt the text, 

Omitted paragraphs, embroil'd the ſenſe, 

With vain traditions ſtopt the gaping fence, 
Which ev'ry common hand pull'd up with eaſe, 


What ſafety from ſuch bruſhwood-herbs as theſe ? 
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If written words from time are not ſecur'd, 
How can we think have oral ſounds endur'd ? | 
Which thus tranſmitted, if one mouth has faild, © 
Immortal lies on ages ate entail'd: i 
And that ſome ſuch have been, is prov'd too plain, 
If we conſider int'teſt, church, and gain. 
O but, ſays one, tradition ſet aſide, 

Where can we hope for an unerring guide; 

For ſince th' original ſcripture has been loſt, 

All copies diſagreeing, maim'd the moſt, 

Or chriſtian faith can have no certain ground, 

Or truth in church-tradition muſt be found. 
Such an omniſcient church we wiſh indeed; 

*T were worth both Teſtaments ; caſt in the creed: 
But if this mother be a guide ſo fure, | 
As can all doubts reſolve, all truth ſecure, — 
Then her infallibility, as well | | 
Where copies are corrupt or lame, can tell; 

Reſtore loſt canon with as little pains, 

As truly explicate what ſtill remains: 

Which yet no couneil dare pretend to Fa | | 

/ 


Unleſs, like Eſdras, they could write it new: 
Strange confidence ſtill to interpret true, 

Yet not be ſure that-all they have wig e th 
Is in the bleſt orignal contain'd. We 
More ſafe, and much more modeſt tis, to ſay 
God would not leave mankind without a way: ; 


d 
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And that the ſcriptures, tho? not every where 
Free from corruption, or entire, or clear, 
Are uncorrupt, ſufhcient, clear, entire, | 
In all things which our needful faith require. 
If others in the. ſame; glaſs better ſee, 
'Tis for themſelves they look, but not for me: 
For my ſalvation muſt its doom receive, 


Not from what others, but what I believe, 


Muſt all tradition then be ſet aſi de ? 
This to affirm, were ignocance or pride. 


Are there not many points, ſome needful ſure 


To ſaving faith, that ſcripture leaves obſcure ? 
Which ev'ry ſe& will welt a ſev'ral way; 
For what one ſect interprets, all ſe&s may: 
We hold, and ſay we prove from ſcripture, plain, 
That Chriſt is God; the bold Socinian, .j1/ | 
From the ſame ſcripture urges he's but man, 
Now what appeal can end th' important ſuit 7 
Both parts talk loudly, but the rule is mute. 
Shall I ſpeak plain, and in a nation free 
Aſſume an honeſt layman's liberty ? 
I think, according to my little ſkill, 


To my own mother-church ſubmicting ill, 
That many have been ſav'd, and many may, Mt? 


Who never heard this queſtion. brought in play, 


Th' unletter'd Chriſtian, who believes in groſs, 
Plods on to Heaven, and ne'er is at a loſs ; 
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For the ſtraight gate would be made ſtraighter yet, 


Were none admitted there but men of wit, © 


The few by nature form'd, with learning , | 


Born to inſtrect, as others to be taught, 
Muſt ſtudy well the ſacred page; and ſen 
Which doctrine, this or that, does beſt agree 

- With the whole tenor of che work divine, 


And plainlieſt points to Heaven's reveal'd deſign: | 


Which expoſition flows from genuine ſenſe, - 
And which is forc'd by wit and eloquence. 
Not that tradition's parts are uſeleſs here; 
When gen'ral, old, difintereſted, and clear: 
That ancient fathers thus expound the page, 
Gives truth the reverend majeſty of age: 
Confirms its force by biding ev'ry teſt ; 
For beſt authorities next rules are beſt. 
And ſtill the neater to the ſpring we go, 
More limpid, more unſoil'd, the waters flo r, 
Thus firſt traditions were a proof alone; 
Could we be certain, ſuch they were ſo known 
But fince ſome flaws i in long deſcent ay be, 
They made not truth, but probability. 
E'en Arius and Pelagius durſt provoke | 
To what the centuries preceding ſpoke, 
Such diff*rence is there in an oft-told tale; 
But truth by its own ſine ws will prevail. 
Tradition written therefore more commends 
Authority, than what from voice deſcends : 


And 


1 (353) un 
And this, as perſe&as it kind can bm, kl. 
Rolls down to us the ſacred hiſtoryꝛ : v8] 2601 _- 
Which, from the univerfal church receiv d 
Is tried, and after for itſelf beltev'd. Rl | 
The partial Papiſts would infer from hence © © : 
Their church, in laſt refort, ſnould judge the ſenſe, . 
But firſt they would aſſume with wond'rous art 
Themſeleves to be the whole, who are but part 2 
Of that vaſt frame the church; yet grant they were ao 
The handers-down, edn they from thence infer © © © + 
A right tinterpret ? or would they alone, * 
Who brought the prefent, claim it for their own p 
The books a common Hargefs to mankind * 
Not more for them than ev*ry man defi gu'd £2: 
I The welcome news is in the letter found; 1391 
The carrier's not commi ſſion'd to expound, ö D660 
If ſpeaks itſelf, and what it does contain 
In all things needfu} to be known is plain. 
In times o*ergrown with ruſt and 1 l 
A gainful trade their clergy did advance: 
When want of learning kept the laymen Wo, a 
And uone but prieſts were authoriz d to know : ?: 
When what ſmall knowledge was in we did dwell ; 85 
And he a god who could but read and ſpell; 
Trnen mother church did mightily preyail ; 
be parcel'd out the Bible by retail : 
But ftill expounded what ſhe ſold or gave, 
And ¶ To keep it in her power to damn and ſave. 
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Scridture 


a,, 

Scripture was ſcarce, and, as the market went. 
Poor lay men took ſalvation on content; b 

As needy men take money good or bas 

God's word they had not, but the prieſt's they had. 

Yet whate'er falſe conveyances they made, 
The lawyer flill was certain to be paid. - 

In thoſe dark times they learn'd their knack fo well — 

That by long uſe they grew infallible. 8 

At laſt a knowing age began t 1 enquire. 1 

If they the book, or. that did them inſpire: e 


1 


And making narrower ſearch they found, tho late, | 
That what they thought the prieſt's was their eſlate; 
Taught by the will produc'd, the written word, 
How long they had been cheated on record. 

Then ev'ry man who ſaw the title fair, 

Claim'd a child's part, and put in for a ene $7, 

Conſulted ſoberly his private good... 

And ſav'd himſelf as cheap as e'er he could 2: 
*Tis true, my friend, and far be ſlatt'ry hence, 

This good had full as bad a conſequence : | 7. on 

The book thus put in ey/ry vulgar . 

Which each preſum-d he beſt could underſland, ! 

The common rule was made the common prey, 

And at the mercy of the rabble lay. 

The tender page with horny fiſls was gall d; 

And he was gifced moſt that loudeſt bawl'd: 5 ; 
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And turns to maggots what was meant for food. 


A A thouſand more the periſh'd race ſupply "7 


Vol. III. 0. 0 


45 


RA 0 97 * * 
The int gave the doctoral degree; . 
And ev'ry member of a company _. | i 
Was of his trade and of the Bible "Ec 5 3 4 <A l 
Plain truths enough for needful uſe they found ; $3 42 
But men would ill be itching to expound : "$i 1 5 2 
Each was ambitious of th' obſcureſt place, | TE 
No meaſure ta'en from knowledge, all from grace. | 555 
Study and pains were no more their care: 5 
Texts were explain'd by falling and by pray?r: 
This was the fruit the private ſpirit brought; 
Occaſion'd by great zeal and little thought; 
While crowds unlearn' d, with rude devotion n, 


About the ſacred viands buz and ſwarm. 17 
The fly-blown text creates a'/crawling brood; - 


A thouſand daily ſects riſe up and die; 


So all we make of Heaven's diſcoyer'd will, - 

Is not to have it, or to. uſe it ill. i 
The danger's much the ſame; on ſey*ral ſhelves _ 
If other wreck us, or we wreck ourſelves. 

What then remains, but, waving each extreme, | 

The tides of ignorance and pride to ſtem? + 

Neither ſo rich a treasure to forego; | 
Nor proudly ſeek beyond our power to know: 
Faith is not built no diſquiſitions vain; | 

The things we muſt believe are few and plain: 


* 


- 
I . 
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But, fince men will believe more than they need, 
And ev'ry man will make himſelf a creed, 383 


In doubtful queſtions *tis the ſafeſt way 


| To learn what unſuſpefted ancients ſay: 
For *tis not likely we ſhould higher ſoar 

In ſearch of heaven than all the church before; 

Nor can we be deceiv'd, unleſs we ſee | 


The ſcripture and the fathers diſagree. 


If after all they ſland ſuſpefed ſtill, 


For no man's faith depends upon his will : 
Tis ſome relief, that points not clearly known 


Without much hazard may be let alone: 


And, after hearing what our church-can ſay; | 


If ſtill our reaſon runs another way, 


That private reaſon tis. more juſt to cur. 
Than by diſputes the public peace diſturb ; * 


For points obſcure are of ſmall uſe ts learn; 
But common quiet is mankind's concern, © 


Thus have I made my own opinions clear; 35 
Vet neither praiſe expect, nor cenſure fear: 
And this unpoliſh'd rugged verſe I'choſe, * : 
As fitteſt for diſcourſe, and neareſt proſe: | 


For while from ſacred truth I do not ſwerve, 


Tom e or Tom — rhymes will ſerve. 
22 "ON 


ON Mr. ABRAHAM COWLEY 8 DEATH mY 
, BURIAL AMONGST THE ANCIENT | 
8 POETS, th 
By Mr. DENHAM. 
LD Chaucer, like the morning flar,. 
Io us diſcovers day from far, 
His light thoſe miſts and clouds difſoly's: 
Which our dark nation long involy'dz 


But, he deſcending to the ſhades, 


Darr.nefs again the age invades.. 

Zext (like Aurora) Spenſer N 
Whoſe purple bluſh, the day foreſhews ; "2 
The other three with his own fires 
Phœbus, the poet's god, inſpires : _ 


7 at 


By Shakſepeare's, Jonſon's, Fletcher's lines 


Our Rage” s luſtre Rome's outſhines; ; 97 


4 


Theſe poets.near out ptinces ſleep, 


And in one grave one manſion keep, 


They liv'd to ſee ſo many days, 
Till time had blaſled all their bays; 5 
But curſed be the fatal hour 

That pluck'd the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow' r. 


That in the Muſe's garden grew, 
vnd amongſt wither'd laurels threws .. 
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Time, which HR their fame out-live 
To Cowley ſcarce did ripeneſs give 
Old mother Wit and Nature gave. 
Shake ſpear and Fletcher all they have 3 
- In Spenſer, and in Tonſon, art | 
Of flower nature got the ſtart; | 
But both in him ſo equal are, 
None knows which bears the happieſt ſhare, 25 
To him no author was unknown, 
Vet what he wrote was all his on; 


He melted not che ancient gold, 


Nor, with Ben Jonſon, did make bold K 


To plunder all the Roman ſtores 
Of poets and of orator:: | 8. 
Horace's wit, and Virgil's ſlate, 4 
He did not fteal „but emulate! | % 
And when be could like them appear, IM 
'Theit garb, but not their clothes, did wear: 
He not from Rome alone, but Greece, & 
Like Jaſon, brought the golden fleece s 
To him that language (though to none 
Of ch' others) as his own was known. 
On a ſiiff gale (as Flaccus ſings) 
The Theban ſwan extends his wings: 
When thro? the æthereal clouds he flies 
To the ſame pitch our ſwan doth riſe; _ 
Old Pindar's flights by him are reach'd, 
When on that gale his. wings are retch'd : 


J 


His 


9 4 N 
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His fancy and his judgment kleb, g er 5 


Each to the other seem'd too mich 2 
His fevere judgment (giving aw). 
His modeſt fancy kept i in ae; 
As rigid huſbands jealous are, 


- When they believe their wives too, fair. 


His Engliſh ſtreams ſo pure did flow, 

As all that ſaw and taſled know. 

But for his Latin vein, ſo clear, | 
Strong, full, and high, it doth appear, 
That were immortal Virgil here, 
Him for his judge he would not fear; 
Of that great portraiture, ſo true | 
A copy pencil never drew. = 

My muſe her fong had ended here, 

But both their Genii ſtrait appear, 
Joy and amazement her did firike, 
Two twins the never ſaw fo like. 
Twas taught by wiſe Pythagoras, 
One ſoul might through more bodies paſs. 
Seeing ſuch tranfmigrating mas. 
She thought 1 it not a fable here. 
Such a reſemblance of all parts, 


% 


Life, death, age, fortune, nature, arts: 
Then lights her torch at theirs, to tell, 
And ſhew the world this parallel: 


Fix'd and contemplative their looks, . 


Still turning over nature's books: 
22 
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Their works chaſte, moral; and divine, 


Where profit and delight combine ; # 


They, gilding dirt, in noble verſe | 5 | wh 
© Ruſtic philoſophy rehearſme. 
When heroes, gods, or godlike king 


They praiſe, on their exalted wings 
To the celeſtial orbs they climb, ; 


And with th' harmonious ſpheres keep time : 


Nor did their aftions fall behind 


Their words, but with like candour ſhin'd 3. 


Each drew fair characters, yet none 
Of theſe they feign'd excels their own. 


Both by two generous princes lov'd, | 
Who knew, and judg'd what they approv d. 
Vet having each the ſame defire, - 
Both from the buſy throng retires 
Their bodies, to their minds reſign'd, 
Car'd not to propagate their kind : 

Yet though both fell before their hour, 
Time on their offspring bach no pow'r; 
Nor fire nor fate their bays ſhall blaſt, 
Nor death's dark' veil their day o ercaſt. 
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He comes, the herald of a noiſy world, 


Nes from all nations-lumb'ring at his back. 
True to his charge, the cloſe pack'd load behind, WH! 
Vet careleſs what he brings, his one Tabu 2 f 


Perhaps to thouſands, and of joy to ſome; 


Wich tears that trickled down the writer's cheek: | 


Or charg'd: with am'rous ſighs of abſent, NG. + th A; 


THE POST COMES IN=THE. NEWS PAPER 
9 READ—THE WORLD CONTEMPLATED, 


5 2 438 A DISTANCE, 
By Mr, COWPER. e 
ARR 170 ti tis the ewanging ral ober youdar bd. 1.4 
That vitk its weariſome but needful lengk — 
Beftrides the wint' ry flood, in which the moon I 
Sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright, 7 i 


— 


With ſpatter'd boots, ſtrapp'd waiſt, and frozen locks 


Is to condutt it to the deſtin'd inn; 


And, having dropt th* expected bag, paſs. on. | 
He whiſtles as he goes, light-hearted wretch, 116 


Cold and yet cheerful: meſſenger of grief 


To him indiff' cent whether grief or joy. | fy 
Houſes in aſhes, and the fall of ſtocks, s WM; 
Births, deaths, and marriages, epiſtles wet Wo LON =_ 


Faſt as the periods from his fluent quill; * 


Or 1 n N _ 
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ki horfe and him, unconfcious of them all. 
But oh th imporant budget! uſher'd in, 
Wich ſuch heart-ſhaking muſic, who can ſay 


What are his tidings? have our troops awakd?ꝰ 
Or do they flill, as if with opium drugg'd, 


Snore to the murmurs of th* Atlantic wave? 
Is India free P and does ſhe-wear her plum #:-: 
And jewel d turban with à ſmile of peace ? 


Or do we grind her ſtill P The grand debate, $22 


The popular harrangue, the tart reply, 
The logic, and the wifdom, and the wit, 


And the loud laugh—1 long to know them all; 


J burn to ſet th impriſon'd wranglers free, 


; And give them voice and utterance once again. 
Now flir the fire and cloſe the ſhutters faſt, - 


Let fall the curtains, wheet the ſofa round, 
And while the bubbling and loud hiffing urn 
Throws up afteamy column, and the cups 
That cheer but not inebriate, Wait on , 
So let us welcome peaceful ev'ning in. 

Not ſuch his ev'ning who with fhining "0 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and " AP 


And bor'd with elbow- points thro” both his ſides. 


Outſcolds the ranting actor on the ſtage; 
Nor his, who patient ſtands till his feer throb, 


| And his bead champs, eee eee 90 10 
Of patriots burſting with hetoie rage, 


Or placemen all tranquility and ſmiles, . 


— 


What is it bat a map of buſy life, ö 


. | 
(4) VE 


This folio of four pages, happy work! 3 


Which not &en critics criticize, that holds 


Inquiſitive attention while I read 


- Faſt bound in chains of ſilence, which the air FS | 


Though eloquent themſelves, yet fear to break— 5 
Its fluctuations, and its vaſt concerns 2 


Here run the mountainous and eraggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the ſummit, lee, 


The ſeals of office glitter i in his eyes; 
He climbs, he pants, he graſps them, At his bee, 

Cloſe at his heels, a damagogue aſcends, 1 
And with a dext'rous jerk ſoon twiſts him down, - 


And wins them, but to loſe them in his turn. 


Here rills of oily eloquence i ö 


Meanders lubricate the courſe they take: 


The modeſt ſpeaker i is aſham'd and griev'd 


T' engroſs a moment's notice; and yet begs, 


Begs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts, * 
However trivial all that he conceives. 252 
Sweet baſhfulneſs! it elaims at leaſt chis praiſe,” 
The dearth of information and good ſenſe 


That it foretels us, always comes to paſs, 


Cataracts of declamation thunder here, 


— 
— 


There foreſts of no meaning ſpread the Page | 
In which all comprehenſion wanders lolt ; 


While fields of pleaſantry amuſe us there, / 
With merry deſcants on a nation's woes, : 


68 Ep GT 
The reſt | appears a 1 of range 81 
But gay confulion—roſes for the cheeks. 
And lilies for the brows of faded age, 9 
Teeth for the toothleſs, xinglets for. the bald, 3 
Heaven, eafth, and ocean, ' plunder'd-< of heir fats, 
Nedtareous eſſences, Olympian dens, 

Sermons and city feaſts, and fav! rite airs, . 
Echerial journeye, ſubmarine explois,, _ 
| And Katterfelto with his hair an end 
At his own wonders, wond'ring ſor his bread, _ 
TDis pleaſant through the loop-boles of retreat: 
Jo peep at ſuch a world. To ſee the ſtir 

Of the great.Babel, and not feel the crowd, 
To heat the roar ſhe ſends through all her gates. 
At a ſafe diſtance, where the dying ſound 
Falls a ſhort murmur on th? unitjur'd car. 
Thus fitting, and ſurveying thus at eaſe N 
The globe and its concerns, 1. ſeem advanc d 5 
e lome ſecure and more chan mortal beight,. 
That lib'rates and exempts me from them all. 


It turns ſubmitted to my view, turns round ] 
Wich all its generation; 1 behold 2: | 
The tumult, and am flill, The ſound of war #0 
Has loſt its terrors ere it reaches me; 

Grieves but alarms me not. I mourn the pride 
And av'rice that makes man a wolf to man. 


70 
Hear che faint echo of 0 CIIY throats | 
By which he ſpeaks the language of his heart, 
And figh, but never tremble at the ſound. 
He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
From flow'r to flow't, fo he from land to land; WRT, 
The manners, cuſtoms, policy of all ede ING 
Pay contribution to the ſtore he gleans; + 758 
He ſucks intelligence in ey'ry clime, 1 
And ſpreads the honey of his deep reſearch. Pr: 
At his return, a rich repaſt for me! = 
He travels, and I. too. 1 tread his deck, 
Aſcend his topmaſl, chrougb his peering eyes | 
Diſcover countries, with a kindred heart A 
Suffer his woes, and ſhare 1 in bis eſcapes; Ke . 1 4 
While fancy, like the finger of a clock, e 
Runs the great circuit, and is ſtill at A BR 
— —— ——  —  ——— — | x 
F * £1: 4 MN. Ge. 
By: Dr. TUV WG. 


no never 16v'd neer ſaffer'd'; he feels nothing, 
Who nothing {eels but for himſelf alone; N 
And when we feels for others, reaſon reels, WARE: 
O'erloaded, from her path, and man runs s mad. $274 
As love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, | 
Love only feels the marvellous of pain ; 
Opens new veins of torture in the ſoul, 


And wakes the nerve where enen are born. £32 
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© 0 morn ends: freſh FR" breaths, 
Blows lib'ral o'er yon bloomy heath: 


Where, ſown profuſely, herb and flow'r 
Of balmy ſmell, of healing pow'r, 
Their ſouls in fragrant dews exhale, 
And breathe freſh life in ev'ry . 
Here ſpreads a green expanſe of . Fed 
Where, ſweetly penſive, Silence rergns 3 3 | 

And there, at utmoſt ſtretch ofeye, 
A mountain fades into the ſky: ot 
While, winding round, diffus'd and deep, 
A river rolls with ſounding ſweep. 
Of human art no traces near, 
I ſeem alone with nature here! 

Here are thy walks, O ſacred Health! 

The Monarch's bliſs, the Beggar's) wealth; ; 
The ſeas ning of all good below, © : | 
The ſov' reign friend i in joy. or woe. AP 
O Thou, moſt courted, moſt deſpis'd, 
And but in abſence duly priz d, 


o „ 


* 
* s 


64 989 7 F 


T & hip 2, 


ef *% x 


* * n ud 


þ . 40 5. 
Pow! r of the-ſoft and rofy face! 

The vivid pulſe, the vermil grace, 
The ſpirits, when they gayeſt ſhine, 

. Youth, beauty, pleaſure, all are thine! - 
O ſun of life, whoſe heavenly ray 
Lights up and cheers our various day, 

The turbulenee of hopes and fears, © 
The ſtorm of fate; the cloud of years," 
Till Nature, with thy parting light, 
Repoſes late in Death's calm night: 
Fled from the trophied roofs of ſtate, 

Abodes of ſplendid pain and hate; 

Fled from che couch, where, in ſweet ſleep, 
Hot Riot would his anguiſh ficep,, = —- 
But toſſes through the midnight ſhade, | 

Of death, of life, alike afraidſj 
For-ever fled to ſhady cell, A 
Whete temp'rance, where the Muſes dwell, 

Thou oft ar, ſeen, at early dawn,” - 
Slow-pacing o'er the breezy lawn : 

Or, on the brow of mountain vr 85 
In ſilence feaſting ear and eye, | 
With ſong and proſpect which abound, | 

r From birds, and woods, and waters round, 

But when the ſan, with nooh- -tide Thy, 
Flames forth intolerable day; 
While Heat ſits fervent on the plain, 
Wich Thirſt and Languor in his train 
Vol. III. 10. E | 
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55 60 . 1 
(All nature Grk'ning i in the en | 
| Thou in the wild and woodly maze | - + 5 
That clouds the vale with umbrage deep, 7 
Impendent from che neighb' ring R | 
Wilt find betimes a calm retreat, 

Where breathing Coolneſs has her "IF HF 
© © There plung'd amid the ſhadows ow, 
Imagination lays him down; ' © 
Attentive, in his airy. mood, | 
To ev'ry murmur of the wood : | 115 
The bee in yonder flow'ry nook ; + !!!! 
The chidings of che headlong brook ; - 
"The green leaf quiv'ring in the gale; . 
The warbling hill, the lowing vale, + = 
The diſtant woodman's aching ſtrokez _ 
The thunder of the falling oak. 
From thought to thought in viſion led, 
He holds high converſe with the Dead; 

Sages or Poets. See, they riſe! | 
And ſhadowy ſkim before his eyes. 
Hark ! Orpheus ſtrikes the lyre again, 
That ſoften'd ſavages to men: | { 
Lo! Soctates, the Sent of Heaven, 
To whom its moral will was given. | 
Fathers and Friends of human kind! 
They form'd the, nations, or _refin'd,- 
With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlight'ning truth, adorning art. 

25 91 111 4% .:Th 
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Vue 7: Tepemel tought fit from the world 0 


He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he 8 ; 


eee AF * 51 * 

Tos . in che ſolemn . | 
At once the founding breeze was laid; 5 
And nature, by the unknown law 
Shook deep with reverential awe; 
Dumb filence grew upon the hour; 5 
A browner night involv'd' t 

When 17 from the iumoſt Wood, 65 EY 
Appear'd fair Freedom's Genius good. l 
O Freedom !. ov reign 'boon of. . . 
Great Charter With our being-giv* 3 
For which the patriot and the ſage 
Have plann'®/ have bled, thro! Miles age 1 # n 

High privilege of human race, 

Beyond a mortal monarchs grace: 
Who could not give; who cannot claim, (IE 


| : 13 
What but from God immediate came! is 1 
„ „% | 85146 e eee eee 
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Aung retreat,” 
As full of Champaign as aft 1 full of meat, 
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He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. ' 


| Trim the boat, and ſñ yuiet, fern Charon replied: 


You bows have bras e you was drunk. when you died. 
E 2 Dl 
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i Mr. COLLINS. 1, 

COSI 
"HOU, to whom the world Rpt; at 

With all its ſhadowy ſhapes i; e wn: 

Who ſeeſt appall'd th“ unreal ſcene, Fo. 

While Fancy lifts the yell between :_ N 7 SY. 
Ab, Fear! ab, frantic n 
I ſee, I fee thee OTE 

1 know thy. hurried Rep, thy haggard . 

Like thee I flart, like thee diſorder'd fly : 


For, lo, what monſters in thy. train appear: 


Danger, whoſe limbs of giant mould --, 
What morial eye can fix d behold? i 
Who talks his round, an hideous form, » + + 
Howling amid the midnight _ 3 

Or throws him on the rigid ſteep 4 - 


Of ſome looſe hanging rock 10 Ne 3 | EL 
And with him thouſand phantoms join 4. $8) ff? 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind: yy 


And thoſe, the hends, who NEAT. allied;, Enn 
O'er ON $ wounds and wrecks pre ſide 51 2 


While Vengeance, i in the und au! 
Lifts her red arm, expos d and hates tals rod. St ir 1 


* 4 : 1 A, 4 , vs 7 e 
12 — k Y 29 9 «# I Ys ay * 
. 2 


E 

rol 
— 

ye 


| 4 FEAR * 55 1 
On . chat ravening brood of fas, 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow; wait; 


Who, F car, chis ghallly t train can n 1 Wu 0 
And look not madly wild, we: R 
Bek GSA gall ee d 


ts earlieſt Greece, to thee, vas partial choice, th * 
The grief-full Muſe addreſs'd her- infant tongue; * 
The maids and matrons, on her awful voice, 0 
Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 


i, - 


Yet he, the Barde BR fieſt iovok'd thy . 
Diſdain'd in Matachon i its pow'r to feel: 
For not alone he, nurs'd the poet's flame, 
But reach'd from Virture's hands the pation s ſteel. 


Did; who 1s he, whom later garlands grace, 
Who left awhile o'er Hybla's dews, to ore, 
With trembling eyes thy dreary fteps to trace, 
Where chou and furies ſhar'd che baleful grove i 


Wrapt ; in thy cloudy veil th' neal 8 
Sigh'd the ſad call her ſon and huſband heard, 
When once alone it broke the ſilent ſcene, 
And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear d. 
O Fear, I known thee by my throbbing heart, 
Thy witheripg pow'r inſpir'd each mournful line; ; 


Though gentle Pity claim her mangled part, 
Vet all che thunders of che ſcene are thine. 


* Aſchylus, + Tocaſtas. 
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E 3 ; Axis. 


*Gainſt which the big waves best, 
Hear drowning | ſeamen' 8 cries in tempeſts brought 1. I. 


Hold each ſtrange tale devoutly true; 2255 16 2G: 


The ſacred feat of Shakſpeare's wary r 8. 
' By all that from thy prophet broke, 


N T each me but once like him to feel; by. 


Aud I, O Fear, will dwell with thee}, 


5 oo > ITE 
| Fo ANTISTROPHE, i wolle cr) 


Thou, Bo ſuch weary length haſt pat; | 16+ © 
Where wilt thou reſt, "mad nymph. at laſt? 1 70 i 


Say, wilt thou ſhrow@in haunted 3 ont 


Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell 4 


r 
: 


Or in {ome hollow'd ſeat, 1 15 


— 


12185 4 


Dark pow'r, with ſhuddering meek ſubmitted thought, 


Be mine, to read the viſions old, 


Which thy awakening bards have told; 297 
And, leaſt thou meet my blaſted view, - ö 


Ne'er be 1 found, by thee oferaw'd, 
In that thrice- hallow'd eve abroad; 8 
When ghoſts, 3 as cottage-t -thaids believe, 85 EE 6 
Their pebbled | beds permitted leave, 8 
And goblins b haunt from fire, or fenz 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men! 
O thou, whoſe ſpirit moſt poſleſs'd . 5 e. 
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In chy divine emotions-ſpoke I» !)! 
Hither again thy fury deal, ' | 


His cy preſs wreath my meed decree; 
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N * nes ruthleſs have 
Confuſion on thy banners" walt! 


43 


© Tho' fann'd by Fonquelt's crimſon wing. 
E They mock the air with dal rer 
« Helm, nor Hauberk's s twiſted mail, 
Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, ſhall avail 
To ſave thy fecret foul from nightly feats, 
From Cambria's curſe, from Cambria's tears? 
Such were the ſounds thit bet the crefted pride 2 2 
Of the firſt Ed ward ſeatter'd wild difay, fog E 
As down. the ſteep of Snowdon”: s ſhaggy fide - OS: 
He wound with toilfome tharch his long S ba 
Stout Glo'ſter ſtood aghal? in ſpeechleſs trance! | 
Fo arms! cried Moriidhvt; ad coe his e 
bee. . eee, 
6 %% X51 ;1 i 53 " 1 yay * _ 
On a rock whoſe taughty wg 539 i 57 
Frowns oer old Conway* 8 foaming mm es GL |þ 
Rob'd i the ſable garb of woe, ay e 28 xe (7 jÞ 
With hoggafd 025 the pork ſtood/ rs hob af e 
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(Tooſe his ed hoary harr | 

.Stream'd, like a meteor, to the. troubled air); ; 

And with a maſter's. band, and prophet's fire, 

Struck the deep ſorrows of his lyre. 

„ Hark, how each giant-oak” and deſart'cave 

Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath! 

O'er thee, O king] their hundred arms they, 8 N 
Revenge on thee 1 In, hoarſer murmurs Nn 

6 Vocal no more, fince. Cambria $ fatal day, 5 

To high born Hoel's harp, or loft gh $ 1% 
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e Beads 
| en v1 novo 477 v 
* Cold i is Cadwally's 1 * * 
+ That huſh'd the ſlormy main: . 1 3 3 


Brave Urien leeps upon his craggy. bed: Tf 125 5 ak. 
Mountains, ye mourn in vain 

c Modred, whoſe magic ſong. P 

Made huge Plimlimmon. bow his cloud-topp'd beats” 
On dreary; Avon's ſhore they lie, 5 ERR 
Smear'd with gore, and ghaſtly pale: Vat F 1 Feb? 
6 Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens ſail: 5 
6 The famiſh'd eagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. 
Dear loſt companions of my tuneful art, 3 
Dear, as the hight chat viſits theſe ſad eyes, 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that Fam wy; hearts... ph 3 
Ve died amidſt your dying. countty 8. eries.— OST 
No more I weep. They do not lep, Nn 
On yonder cliffs, a griſly band, 

I fee them fit: they linger yet, 8 
e Avengers of their. native land: 1 
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c Wich me i in dreadful. harmony they j oin, 3 
And weave with Eper he * tiſſue of thy line? Wenn 


. 


60 Weave the warp, 50 weave ah woof, 
© The winding-{beet of Edward? s race. ts 
© Give ample room, and verge enough ) -— <P 
«© The charafters of hell to trace, 
% Mark the year, and mark the night, 
When Severn ſhall re-echo with affright | 4 
4 The ſhrieks of death, thro 'Berkley's roofs that ring; = 
„ Shrieks of an agonizing king! | | 
© She-walf of France, with: unrelenting fangs, 

* That tear'ſt the bowels of thy mangled mate, 

From thee be born, who o'er thy country hangs 
The ſcourge of Heaven, What terrors round him wait 
© Amazement in his van with {light combin'd, 


6 And Bere os _ and ane behind. EET 
1 | | 4 . 2. 


6 Mighty Vitor, mighty Lord, 
© Low on his funeral couch he lies! 
6 No pitying heart, no eye, afford | © 7 
1 A tear to grace his obſequies. Lack D415 of 
6 Is the ſable warrior fed? ' | 
66 Thy ſon is gone. He reſis among the dead. 
© The ſwarm that in thy noon-tide beam were born, 
% Gane to ſalute the riſing morn. 4 0 
« „ | | 6 Fair 
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Fell thirſt and famine ſcow l! "= 


* Heard ye the din of batile bra, % 


| 44k 885-3} | oh | 

% Fair laughs the morn, and ſoft the 8 Tos 

„ While proudly riding oer che azure reaim 

* In gallant trim the gilded veſſel goes; | 
5. Youth on the prow, and pleaſure at the helm; 

66 eee of the ſweeping whirlwind's ſway, 

„ That, huſh'd in-grim repoſe, expects his evening prey. 


II. 3⸗ 
« Fill high the ſparkling bowl, Wy 
© The rich repaſt prepare,” mT e 
© Reſt uf a crown, he yet r ſhare thy fealt' | 
© Cloſe by the regal chair 
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& A baleful ſmile upon their baſlled gueſt, | 5 


Lance to lance, and horſe to horſe ?._ 


| | 00 Long years of havoc urge their deftin'd 818 + 5 


&« And thro' the kindred ſquadrons/mow taitny gi: 2, 00 


« Ye tow'rs of Julivs, London's laſting ſhame, 
„Wich many a foul and midnight murder fed, 


© Revere his conſort's faith, his father's N . 1 155 1 
& And ſpare the meek. uſurper' S holy head. 
6: Above, below, the roſe of ſnom, g - |, 4 561 * 


„ Twin'd with her bluſhing foe, we.ſpready 63.7693 Av 


60 The brillled boar i in infant ein e $112; 1 
6 Wallous beneath the chorny ade. g ei 16% 


& Now, Brothers, bending oer ih accurſed oom, 


15 ane we our en, deep, and ratifythis doom, 
| | he * Edwards 


”" 34 


rd⸗ 


* 
: 
1 


= : - 
— — 3 — — == * - — — 


— _ 
4 " ® * 
” * . = - ” { 
{ v8 4 
1 * 


2 III. 
. 1. a 


2 . — of . — 
15 : I ® — . 
oy 4 G - = 7 , 


&« "Edward, lo! to ſudden fate 2 
< (Weave we the woof. The thread is ſpun.) 
« Half of thy heart we conſecrate, 
<« (The web is wove. . The wotk is down.)“ 


Stay, oh'Ray ! nor thus forlor n 


5 Leave me unbleſs'd, unpitied, here to mourn: 


- * 


In yon bright track, that fires the weſtern ſkies, 1 


They melt, they vaniſh from my eyes. 
But, oh! what ſolemn ſcenes on Snowdon's height 


Deſcending ſlow their glitt'ring {kirts unroll; 
« Viſions of glory, ſpare my aching fight! 
Ve unborn ages, crowd not on my ſoul! 
No more our long: -loſt: Arthur we bewail, 


16 All-hail, ye hang kings, Britannia's Mon, hail! 5 


III. 2. 
Sirt Lib many a baron bold 


N Sublime their ſtarry fronts they rear; 12 8 | 
« And gorgeous dames, and llateſmen old.” 
In bearded majeſty, appear. 


* 


In the midſt a form divine! | 

o Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line; , 
+ Her lion-port, her awe commenting face, 

y Attemper'd ſweet to virgin grace. | 
« What ſtrings ſymphonious tremble in the air! 
What ſtrings of vocal tranſport round her play! 
Hear from the grave, great Tal ellin, here; 
They breath a ſoul to animate thy clay. 
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o « Bright Rapture calls, and, ſoaring as ſhe ſings, 
© Waves i in the eye of Heaven her 2 e W 
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III. FY | 

,"E® © The vaſe Mare en 10-1566 - 

Fierce War, and faithful We. wow i e 87 ; 2 

And Truth ſevere, by fairy Fiction nne = 
In buſkin'd meafures move | j | 5 % > 

Pale Grief, and pleaſing Pain, | ke Lhe 


© With horror, tyrant of the mobbing breat, 
A voice, as of the chefub:choir, © e 
s Gales from blooming Eden bear; 5 ; 
© And diſtant warbling leſfen on my ear, GR} #0 
That loſt in long futurtty expire. 
Fond impious man! think'ſt thou yon ſanguine cloud 
c Rais'd by breath, has quench'd the orb of day! 
6. To-morrow he re pairs the golden flood, 
> « And warms the nation with redoubled rays 
== Enough for me: with joy 1 fee” | 227 
The diff'rent doom our fates aſſigu. & RY 
Be thine Deſpair, and ſceptred . FS T1: 
To triumph, and to die, are mine.“ n 
He ſpoke; and, headlong from the Wbdntzin' 8. eight, 
Bow? in the "foaring 1 We he plung'd to 6 endleſs 9 854 
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ESSAY ow CRITICISM, 


By ALEXANDER POPE, 


— — 


TT: S hard to ts if greater want-of gil 
Appear in writing or in judging ill; 
But of the two, leſs dang'rous is th' offence, 
To tire our patience, than mi ſlead our ſenſe, 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 
Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſs g 
A fool might. once himſelf alone expoſe, 
Nowione in verſe makes many more in proſe. * 
Tis with-our judgments as our watches, none 
Go jut alike, yet each believes his own, 
In poets as true genius is but rare, irg 
True tafle as ſeldom is the critic's ſhare; 
Both mdſt alike from heav'n derive their light, 
'Theſe born to judge as well as thoſe to write, 
Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 
And. cenſure freely who have written well, 
Authors are partial to their wit, tis true, 
But are not critics to their judgment too; 
Yet if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 
Mot have. the ſeeds of judgment in their mind) 3 


* 
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l 
Nature affords at leaſt a glimm'ring light 
The lines, tho” touch'd but faintly, are drawn right, 
But as the flighteſt ſketch, if juſtly trac'd NDS 
13 by ill-colouring but the more diſgrac' d; | | 
So by falſe learning is good ſenſe defac'd : 
* Some are bewilder'd in the maze of ſchools, 
And ſome made coxcombs nature meant but fools}. 
In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 
And then turn critics in their own defence: * 
Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, | 
Or with a rival's, or an eunuch's ſpite, LES 85 
All fools have ſtill an itching to deride, 
And fain would be upon the laughing fide, | 
If Mzvius ſcribble in Apollo's ſpight, 3 
| There are, who judge {till worſe than he can write | 
Some have at firſt for wits, then poets paſt, 
= Turn'd critics next, and proy'd plain fools at laſt” 
2 Some neither can for wits nor critics paſs, 
As heavy mules are neither horſe nor 46. 1 
». Thoſe half: learn'd witlings, num'rous in our iu Fate 
As half-form'd inſects on the banks of N ile : s 4 10 . 
Unfiniſh'd things, one knows not what to call, 
Their generation's ſo equivocal : SM 
To tell em, would an hundred tongues require; ö 
Or one vain wit's that might an hundred tire. 5 
But you who ſeek to give and merit fame, 


| And Jjultly bare - critic's noble name: 
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Be ſure yourſelf and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, taſte, and learning go; 


Launch not beyond your depth, but be diſcreet, 3: 
And mark that point where ſenſe and dullnefs meet. | 


Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 2 

And wiſely curb'd proud man's pretending wal: 

As on the land while here the ocean gains, 
In other parts it leaves wide ſandy plains 3 
Thus in the ſoul while memory prevails, 
The ſolid pow'r of underſtanding fails; 
Where beams of warm imagination play, 
The memory's ſoft figures melt away. 
One ſcience only will one genius fit; 
So vaſt is art, ſo narrow human wit: 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 

But oft in thoſe confin'd to ſingle parts, 
Like kings we loſe the conqueſts gain'd before, 7a 
By vain ambition ll to make them more: 

Each might ray province well command, 
Would all but loop to what they underſtand. 
Firſt follow nature, and your judgment frame 

By her juſt ſtandard, which is ſtill the ſame 
Unerring nature, flill divinely bright, © 
One clear, unchang'd, and univerſal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, muſt to all impart, 
At once the ſource, and end, -and teſt of art. 
Art from that fund each juſt ſupply provides ; 


Works without ſhow, and without pomp EI 1 


A 2 


F 4.7 
In fome fair body thus th' informing ſoul 
With ſpirits feeds, with vigour fills the wholes 
Fach motion guides, and ev'ry nerve ſuſlains z _ 

Itſelf unſeen, but in the effects remains. > 

Some, to whom heav'n in wit has been profuſe, 

Want as much more, to turn it to its uſe } 

For wit and judgment often are at firife, 
Tho' meant each other's aid, like man and wife, 
Tis more to guide, than ſpur the muſe's lead 
Reſtrain his fury, than provoke his ſpeed ; 
The wing'd courſer, like a gen'rous horſe, 
Shows moſt true mettle when you check his courſe, 
Thoſe rules of old diſcover'd, not devis'd, 
Are nature ſlill, but nature methodiz'd,  _ - 
Nature, like liberty, is but reſtrain'd _ 
By the ſame laws which firſt herſeld ordain 4. 

Hear how learn'd Greece her uſeful rules indites. 
When to ſuppreſs, and when to indulge our flights: 
High on Parnaſſus' top her ſons ſhe ſhow'd, 

And pointed out thoſe arduous paths they trod ; 
Held from afar, aloft, the immortal prize, 
And urg'd the reſt by equal ſteps to riſe, 
Juſt precepts thus from great examples giv'n, 
She drew from them what they deriv'd from heav'n, 


Ihe gen'rous critic fann'd the poet's fire, 
And taught the world with reaſon to admire. 
| Then criticiſm the muſes handmaid prov'd, 

To dreſs her charms, and make her more beloy'd : 


5 | But 
| | | "I 
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But following wits from that intention ſtray d, 
Who could not win the miſtreſs, woo'd the maid * 
Againſt the poets their own arms they turn' d, 
Sure to hate moſt the men from whom they learn d. 
So modern *pothecaries, taught the art | 
By doctor's bills to play the doctor's part, 
Bold in the practice of miſtaken rules, 
Preſcribe, apply, and call their maſters fools. 
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey, 
Nor time nor moths e'er ſpoil'd ſo much as they: i 
Some drily plan, without invention's aid, 
Write dull receipts how poems may be made. 
Theſe leave the ſenſe, their learning to diſplay, 
And thoſe explain the meaning quite away, 


You then whoſe judgment the right courſe would lteer, : 


| Know well each ancient's proper character; 
His fable, ſubject, ſcope i in ev'ry page 
Religion, - country, genius of his age : 
Without all theſe at once before your eyes, 
Cavil you may, but never criticize. + 
Be Homer's works your ſtudy and delight, 
Read them by day, and meditate by night; | 
Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims bring, 
And trace the muſes upward to their ſpring, 
Still with itſelf compar'd, his text peruſe : 
And let ycur comment be the Mantuan muſe, 

When firſt young Maro in his boundleſs mind 
A work t' outlaſt immortal Rome deſign'd, | 

A g a Perhaps 
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FER he Teem'd above the critie's les 

And, hut from nature's fountain, ſeorn'd to draw: 
But when t' examine ev'ry part he came, 
Nature and. Homer were, he-found, the ſame. | 
Convinc'd, amaz'd, he checks the bold deſign : Þ 
And rules as ſtri& his labour'd work confine, 

As if the Stagirite o'erlook'd each line, } 
Learn hence for ancient rules a juſt eſteem 3 3 


Jo copy nature is to copy them. 


Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 
For there's a happineſs as well as care. 
Muſic reſembles. poetry, in each eg 
Are nameleſs graces which no methods teach, } 
Ard which a maſler-hand alone can reach. 7 
If, were the rules not far enough extend, 

(Since rules were made but to promate their end) 


Some lucky licence anſwer to the full 


Th” intent propos'd, chat licence is a rule. 

Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, | 

May boldly diviate from the common track; 44 
From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part. 
And ſcatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 


= Which. without paſſing thro' the judgment, gains 


The heart, and all its ends at ence attains, 


Þ proſpects chus, ſome objects pleaſe our eyes, 


Which out of nature's common vsder riſe, 


The ſhapeleſs rock, or hanging . N nnn 


Great wits ſometimes may glorioully offend, 

And riſe to faults true critics dare not mend.. 

But tho' the ancients. thus their rules invade, 

(As kings diſpenſe with laws themſelves have made}, 
Modern, beware! or it you mult offend | 
Againſt the. precept⸗ ne er tranſgreſs its end; 

Let it be ſeldom, and compell'd by need; 

And have, atleaſt, their precedent to plead. 

The critic elſe proceeds without remorſe, 

Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 


I know there are, to whoſe preſumptuous thoughts. | 


Thoſe freer beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem: faults, 
Some figures monſtrous and mis-ſhap'd appear, 
Conſider'd ſingly, or beheld too near, 
Which, but proportion'd to their light, or place, 
| Due Diſtance reconciles to form and grace. | 
A prudent chief not always muſt diſplay: 

His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array,. 
But with th' occaſion and the place comply, 
Conceal his force, nay ſeem ſometimes to fly. 
Thoſe oft are ſtratagems which errors ſeem, 
Nor is it. Homer nods, but we that dream. 


Still green with bays each ancient altar-ſlandsg. - | 


Above the reach of ſacrilegious hands; 
Secure from flames, from envy's fiercer rage, 
Deſtructive war, and all involving age. 

See from each clime the learn'd their incenſe bring 1 
Maar, | in all tongues conſenting Pæans ring L 
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In praiſe ſo juſt let ev ry voice be 1 
And fill the gen'ral chorus of mankind. 


Hail, bards triumphant! born in tappier days N 


- Immortal heirs of univerſal praiſe; * 


Whoſe honours with increaſe of ages grow, 
As {treams roll down, enlarging as they flow; 
Nations unborn your mighty name ſhall ſound, 


And worlds applaud that muſt not yet be found 1 710 


O may ſome ſpark of your celeſtial fire, 
The laſt, the meaneſt of your ſons inſpire, | 
(That on weak wings, from far purſues your ſlight; 
Glos while he reads, but trembles as he writes) | 


To teach vain wits a ſcience little known, 


Of all che cauſes which conſpire to blind 
Man's erring judgment, and miſguide the mind; 
What the weak head with ſtrongeſt bias rules, 


Is pride, the never-failing vice of fools, | 


Whatexer nature has in worth deny'd, 
She gives in large recruits of needful pride; 


For as in bodies, thus in ſouls, we find 


What wants in blood and ſpirits, ſwell'd with wind: y 0 


Pride, where wit falls, ſteps into our defence, 
And fills up all the mighty void of ſenſe, - 
If once right reaſon drives that cloud away. 


Truth breaks upon us with refiſtleſs day. 
Truſt not yourſelf ;* but your defects to know, 
Make uſe of ey ry friend and every toe, | 


T' admire ſuperior ſenſe, and doubt their on! 4 


4 


A litle | 


N 
A little learning is à dang'rous thing: | | 
Drink deep or taſte not the Pierian ſpring * 
There ſhallow draugths intoxicate the brain, | 
And drinking largely ſobers us again. 
Fir'd at firſt ſight wich what the muſe imparts, 

In fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of arts. 
While from the bounded level of our mind. 

Short views we take, nor fee the lengths behind; 
But more adyanc'd, behold with ſtrange ſurprize 
New diſtant ſcenes of endleſs ſcience riſe ! 

So pleas'd at firſt the tow'ring Alps we try, 

| Mount ver the vales, and ſeem to tread the ſky, 
Th' eternal ſnows appear already paſt, 

And the firſt clouds and mountains ſeem the laſt; 
But, thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſuryey 

The growing labours of the lengthen'd way, 

Th' increaſing proſpetts tire our wand'ring eyes, 
Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps ariſe | 

A perfett judge will read each work of wit 

With the ſame ſpirit that its author writ, 

Survey the WHOLE, nor ſeek flight faults to find 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind: 75 
Nor loſe for that malignant dull delight 

The gen'rous pleaſure to be charm'd with wat, 
But in ſuch. lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correftly cold and regularly low. 

That ſhunning faults, one quiet tenor keep; 
We cannot blame indeed but we may ſlee p. 


e 
In wit, as nature, What affe cis our hearts . 


Is not th' exabtneſs of peculiar paris: 


Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 
But the joint force and full reſult of all. 


Thus when we view ſome well proportion'd dome, 


(The world's juſt wonder, and ev'n thine, O are 1 
No fingle parts unequally ſurprize, 
All comes united to th' admiring. eyes; 
No monſtrous height, 'or breadth, or length appear z $, 
The whole at once is bold, and regular. 
Whoeyer thinks a faultleſs piece to ſee, 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er ſhall be. 
In every work regard the writer's end, 


Since none can compaſs more than they intend; * 


And if the means be juſt, the conduct true, 
Applauſe, in ſpight of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, ſometimes men of wit, 
T' avoid great errors, muſt the leſs commit: 
Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays, 
For not to know ſome trifles is a praiſe. | 
Mot critics, fond of ſome ſubſervient art, 
Still make the whole depend upon a part: 
They talk of principles, but notions prize, 
And all to one lov'd folly ſacrifice, 

Once on a time, La Maneha's knight they ſay, b 
A certain bard encount' ring on the way, 291 
Diſcours'd in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, 
4 &'er could Dennis of the Grecian Rage ; 


| Concluding 


* 
# * 


„ 5 
Conlighing: all were deſp'rate ſots and fools, 


Who durſt depart from Ariſtotle's rule. 5 


Our author happy in a judge ſo nice, 
Produc'd his play, and begg'd the knight's advice: 
Made him obſerve the ſubject and the plot, 
The manneas, paſhons, unities 5 what not?)? 
All which, exact te rule, were brought about 
Were but a combat i in the liſt left out. 
* What leave the combat out ?? exclaims the knight 2 
Ye, or we muſt renounce the Stagirite. Alt 
© Not ſo by beav'n (he anſwers in a rage) 5 80 
6 Knight' s, ſquires, and leeds, muſt enter on che deen 
So vaſt a throng the ſtage can ne'er contain. 
5 Then build ane w, or aft it on a plain.“ 
Thus critics of leſs judgment than caprices 
Curious not knowing not exact but nice, 1 
Form ſhort ideas; and offend in arts, PSS 
{As moſt in manners) by a love to parts. F< | 
Some to conceit alone their taſte confine. | 
And glitt'ring thoughts ſtruck out at ev'ry line 
Pleas'd with a work where nothing juſt or fit; 
One glaring chaos and wild heap of wit. 
Poets like painters, thus, unſkill'd to trace | 
The naked nature and the living grace. 
With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part, 
And hide with ornaments their want of art, 
True wit is nature to advantage dreſs'd, 


What oft was thought, but ne'er ſo well expreſs'd 2 


| 't 12. 2 
1 whoſe truth convine'd at ht we find, 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 
As ſhades mote ſweetly recommend the light, 
So maleſt plainnefs ſets off ſprightly wit. 
For works may have more wit than does em good, 
As bodies periſh, thro' exceſs of blood. 
- Others for language all their care expreſs, 
And value books, as women men, for dreſs; 
Their praiſe is ſtill, —the ſtyle is excellent; 
"The ſenſe, they humble take-upon content, | 
Words are like leaves ; and where they moſt a, 
Much fruit of ſenſe beneath is rarely found: 
Falſe eloquence, like the priſmatic glaſs 
Ats gaudy colours ſpreads on ev'ry place 2 
The face of nature we no more ſurvey, 
All glares alike, without diſtinction gay : 
But true expreſſion, like th* unchanging ſun, | 
* *o 


Clears and improves whate'er it ſhines upon, 
Jt gilds all objects, but it alters none. | 
Expre ſſion & the dreſs of thought, and ſtil! 
Appears more decent as more ſuitable; | 
A vile conceit im pompous words expreſs'd 
Is like a clown in regal purple drefs'd ; 
For diffrent ſty les with difffrent ſubjeRs ſort, 
As ſev*ral garbs with country, town, and court, 
Some by old words to fame have made pretence, 
Ancients in phraſe, meer modern in their ſenſe 3 


— 
Py * 
y " * * —— —— ” 
- N » . : 

a 

* , 

" 

f 


— ——— 9 g 
— 


uch 


Such labour'd nothings, in ſo ſtrange , flyle, 
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Amaz'd the unlearn'd, and make the learn'd ſmile, 
Unlucky, as Fungoſo in the play, «> Wh 
Theſe ſparks with aukward vanity diſplay | 
What the fine gentleman wore yelterday ; 


And but ſo mimic ancient wits at beſt, 


As apes our grandfires, in their doublets dreſt. 
In words as faſhions, the ſame rule will hold ; 
Alike fantaſtic, if too new, or old; | 
Be not the firſt by whom the new are try d. 
Nor yet the laſt to lay the old aſide. 


But moſt by numbers judge a poet's ſong, - 


tg 


2 


And ſmooth or rough, with them, is right or wrong 2 
In the bright muſe tho? thouſand charms conſpire, 
Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire! _ 


Not mend their minds; as ſome to church repair, 
Nor far the doQrine, but the muſic there, 
Thoſe equal ſyllables alone require, 
Tho? oft the ear the open vowels tire; 


Who haunts Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their ear, ] 


: = 


While expletives their feeble aid do join; 


And ten low words oft crept in one dull line: 

While they ring round the ſame unvary'd chimes, 

Wich ſure returns of ſtill expected rhymes ; 

Where er you find * the cooling weſtern breeze, 

In the next line, it * whifpers thro? the trees: 

In ctyſlal ſtreams with pleniing murmurs reep, 
Vol. II. 11. | B 5 | The 
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Not ſo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 


Now his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury glow, 1 
New ſighs fical out, and tears begin to low: 


WS Sc 
The reader's threaten'd not in vain) with © ſleep,” 
Then at the laſt and only couplet frau ght 

Wich ſome unmeaning thing they call a thought, 
A needleſs Alexandrine ends the ſong, [ 


\ 


That, like a wounded ſnake, drags i its ſlow length along, 


Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and know 


What's roundly ſmooth, or languiſhingly flow ; 
And praiſe the eaſy vigour of a line. 
Where Denham's ſtrength, and Waller's ſweetneſs join. 


Irue eaſe in writing comes from art, not chance, 


As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn'd to dance. 
*Tis not enough no harſhneſs gives offence, 


The ſound mult ſeem an echo to the ſenſe : 


Soft is the ſtrain when Zephyr gentle blows i 


And the ſmooth ſtream in ſmoother numbers flows; 


But when loud ſurges laſh the ſounding ſhore, 7. bY 


| The hoarſe, rough verſe ſhould like the torrent roat᷑. | 


When Ajax ſtrives ſome rocks vaſt weight to throw, . 


The line too labours, and the words move flow :_ 
1 


Flies o'er th* unbending corn, and {kims along the main. 


Hear how Timotheus“ vary'd lays ſurprize. 


And bid alternate paſſions fall and riſe! | 
While at each change, the ſon of Libyan Jove 3 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love: 


Perſians 


3 
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8 and Greeks like turns of nature found, 
And the world's viftor ſtood ſubdu'd by ſound! 


The pow'r of muſic all our hearts allow, 


And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 
Avoid extreme; and ſhun the fault of ſuch, 
Who {lll are pleas'd too little or too much, 
At ev'ry trifle ſcorn to take offence, 
That always ſhews great pride, or little ſenſe : 
Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are not ſure the beſt, 
Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt, 
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move; 
For fools admire, but men of ſenſe approve 2 
As things ſeem large which we thro? miſts deſcry,. 
Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify, e | 
Some foreign writers, ſome our own deſpile 3 
The ancients only, or the moderns prize. 
Thus wit, like faith, by each man is apply'd 
To one ſmall ſe, and all are damn'd beſide. 
Meanly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, 
And force that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 
Which not alone the ſouthern wit ſublimes, 
But ripens ſpirits in cold northern elimes; 
Which from the firſt has ſhone on ages paſt, . 
Enlights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt: 
Tho' each may feel encreaſes and decays 
And ſee now clearer and now darker days, 


Regard not then if wit be old or new, 


But blame the falſe, and value fill the true, | 
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Some ne'er advance a judgment of their own, 
But catch the ſpreading notion of the town ; 
They reaſon and conclude by precedent 


And own flale nonſenſe which they ne'er invent, 


Some judge of authors names, not works, and then 
Nor praiſe nor blame the writings, but the men. 

Of all this ſervile herd, the worſt 1s he | 
That in proud dullneſs joins with quality. 

A conſtant critic at the great man's board 

To fetch and carry nonſenſe for my lord. 

What woeful Ruff this madrigal would be, 

In ſome ftarv?d hackney ſonneteer, or me ! 

But let a lord once own the happy lines. | 
How the wit brightens ! how the {tile refine ? 


Before his ſacred name flies ev'ry fault, 


And each exalted ftanza teems with thought ! 
be vulgar thus through imitation err; 
As oft the learn'd' by being ſingular : 


So much they ſcorn the croud, that if the throng 4 


By chance got right, they purpoſely go wrong: 


So ſciſmatics the plain believers quit, "BY 
And are but damn'd for having too much wit. 


Some praiſe at morning what they lame at night; 


But always think the laſt opinion right: 


A muſe by theſe is like a miflreſs us'd, 


This hour ſhe's idoliz'd, the next abus'd. | 
While their weak heads like towns unfortify'd, 


Twixt ſenſe and nonſence daily change their ſide, 
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Aſk them the cauſe; they're 3 fill they. 675 

And ſtill to-morrow! s wiſer than to-day, 
We think our fathers fools ; ſo wiſe we grow 3 
Our wiſer ſons, -no doubt, will think us ſo: 

Once ſchool-divines this zealous iſle geerſpread 3 z 
Who knew moſt ſentences was deepeſt read; 

Faith, goſpel, all, ſeem made to be diſputed, 
And none had fenſe enough to be confiited : 
Scotiſts and Thomiſts, now in peace remain, 
Amidſt their kindred cobwebs in Duck Lane. 

If faith itſelf has diff "rent dreſſes worn, 

W hat wonder modes in wit ſhould take their turn 7 
Oft', leaving what 1 is natual and fit. 
The current folly proves the ready, wit: 

And authors think their reputation lafe, ' - % 
Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 

Some voluing thoſe of their own fide or mind, 

Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankind-; 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, 

When we but praiſes ourſelves in other men. 
Parties in wit attend on thoſe of ſtate, 

And public faction doubles private hate; 

Pride, malice, folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 

In various ſhapes of parſons, eritics, beaus; 
But ſenſe ſurviv'd when merry jeſts were paſt; 
For riſing merit will buoy up at laſt. 

Might he return, and bleſs once more pur eyes, 
New Blackmores and new Milbourns muſt ariſe ; - 
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' Nay ſhould great Homer lift his "yy head, 

Zoilus again would ſtart up from the dead. 

Envy will merit, as its ſhade, purſue; 

But like a ſhadow, proves the ſubſtance true: 

For envy'd wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 

Th' oppoſing body's groſneſs, not its own. = 
When firſt that ſun too pow'rful beams diſplays, = 

It draws up vapours which obſcure its rays z 2 

But ev'n thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 

Reflect new glories and augment the day. 

Be thou the firſt true merit to befriend ; 

His praiſe is loſt who ſtays till all commend. 

Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 

And *tis but juſt to let them live betimes, 

No longer now tEat golden age appears, 

When Patriarch-wits ſarviv'd a thoufand years : 


No length of fame (our ſecond life) is loft, 


And bare threefcore is all ev'n that can boaſt ; 
Our ſons their father's failing language ſee, 
And ſuch as Chaucer 1s, ſhall Dryden be. 
So when the faithful pencil has deſign d, | 
Some bright idea of the maſter's mind, 
Where a new world leaps out at his 3 
And ready nature waits upon his hand: 
When the ripe colours ſoften and unite, 

And ſweetly melt into juſt ſhade and light: 
When mellowing years their full perfection give, 
And each bold ſigure juſt begins to live; 
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The treach'rous colours the fair art betray, © 
And all the bright creation fades away! 

Unhappy wit, like moſt miſtaken things, 
Atones not for that envy which it brings; { 
In youth alone its empty praiſe we boaſt, 
But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd vanity is loſt: 
Like ſome fair flow'r the early ſpring 388 
That gayly bloome, but ev'n in bloogiing dies. 

What is this wit, which muſt our cares employ ? 
The owner's wife that other men enjoy : 


— 
. 


Then moſt our trouble ſtill when moſt admir'd, 
And {till the more we give, the more requir'd: 


Whoſe fame with pains we guard, but loſe with eaſe, 


Sure ſome to vex, but never all to pleaſe ; 
*Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous ſhun, 
By fools 'tis hated ; and by knaves undoye! 

If wit ſo much from ign'rance undergo, 
Ah let not learning too commence its foe ! 
Of old, thoſe met rewards who could excell, 
And ſuch were prais'd who but endeayour'd well; 
Tho? triumphs were to generals only due, 
Crowns were reſery*d to grace the ſoldiers too. 
Now, they who reach Parnaſſus' lofty crown, 
Employ their pains to ſpurn ſome others down 
And while ſelf-loye each jealous writer, rules, 
| Contending wits become the ſport of fools : 
But ſtill the worſt with moſt regret commend, 
For each ill author is as bad a friend, 
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To * baſe ends, and by what abje ways,” 

5 Are mortals urg'd thro” ſacred luſt of praiſe } 

| T Ah ne'er ſo dire a thirſt of. glory boalt, 

ng Nor i in the critic let the man be loſl. 

Good- nature and good - ſenſe mutt ever join; 
Io err is human, to forgive, divine. 

But if in noble minds ſome dregs remain | 
Not yet purg'd off, of ſpleen and ſour diſdain; 
Diſcharge that rage on more provoking ctimes, 
Nor fear a dearih in theſe flagitious times, 

No pardon vile obſcenity ſhall find, 
Tho' wit and art conſpire to move your mind; 
But dulneſs with obſcenity muſt prove 


As ſhameful ſure as impotence in love. 

In the fat age of pleaſure, wealch and eaſe: 
Sprung the rank weed, and thriv'd wich ag increaſe ; 89 
When love was all an eaſy monarch's care 
Seldom at council, never in a war: 

Jilts rul'd the ſtate, and Rateſmen farces writ ; | 

Nay wit had penſions, and young lords had wit: 
The fair ſat panting at a courtier's play, | N 
And not a maſk went unimprov*d away . 5 
The modeſt fan was lifted up no more, 
And virgins ſmil'd at what they bluſh'd before. 
The following licence of a foreign _ 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain; 
Then unbelieving priefts reform'd the nation, 
And taught more pleaſant methods of ſalvation z © | *© 
| Where 
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Where heav'n's free ſubjetts might their rights Jifpuie, | j 
Leſt God himſelf ſhould ſeem too abſolute : _ 
Pulpit their ſacred ſatire learn'd to ſpare, 
And vice admir'd to find a flatt'rer there-! WE 
Encourag'd thus, wit's Titans brav'd the ſkies, 
And the preſs groan'd with licens'd blaſphemies, 
Theſe monſters, critics! with your darts engage, 
Here point your thunder, and exhauſt your rage! 
Yet ſhun tbeir fault, who, ſcandalouſly nice, 
Will needs miſtake an author into vice; 
All ſeems inſected that th' inſected ſpy, 
As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 

Learn then what morals critics ought to ſhow, 
For *tis but half a judge's taſk, to know, 
*Tis nat enough, taſte, judgment, learning, join; i 
In all you ſpeak, let truth and candour ſhine: 
That not alone what to your ſenſe is due 
All may allow; but ſeek your friendſhip too. 

Be ſilent always when you doubt your ſenſe 3 
And ſpeak, tho' ſure, with ſeeming difidence : : 
Some politive, perſiſting fops we know, 


Who if once wrong, ' will needs be always ſo; 


But you, with pleaſure own your errors paſt, 
And make each day a critique on'the laſt, 

»Tis not enough your counſel ſtill be true: 
Blunt truths more miſchief than nice falſhoods do; 
Men muſt be taught as if you taught them not, 
And things unknown propos'd as things forgot. 
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Without good - breeding truch is diſapproved ; 
That only make ſuperior ſenſe belov'd. 
Be niggards of advice on no pretence; 
For the worlt avaiice is that of ſenſe, 
Wich mean complacence ne'er betray your truſt, 
Nor be ſo civil as to prove unjuſt. 
Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe; 
"Thoſe beſt can bear reproof, who merit praiſe, 
'Twere well-might critics ſtill this freedom take, 
But Appius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 
And ſtares tremendous with a_threat'ning eye, 
Like ſome fierce tyrants in old tapeſtry, 
Fear moſt to tax an honourable fool, 
Whoſe right it is, uncenſur'd to be dull ; 
Such, without wit, are poets when they pleaſe, 
As without learning they can take degrees. 
Leave dang'rous truths to unſucceſsful, fatires, 
And flattery to fulſome dedicators, 
Whom, when they praiſe, the world believes no more, 
Then when they promiſe to give ſcribling ober. 
"Tis beſt ſometimes your cenſure to reſtrain, 
And charitably let the dull be vain : | 
' | Your ſilence there is better than your ſpite, 
For who can rail ſo long as they can write? 
Still humming on, their drouzy courſe they keep, 
And laſh'd fo long, like tops ate laſh'd aſleep. 
Falſe ſteps but help them to renew the race, 
As, after flumbling, jades will mend their pace. 
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What crouds of theſe impenently bold, 

In ſounds and jingling ſyllables grown old, . 
Still run on poets, in a raging vein, | 
Ev'n to the dregs and ſqueezings of the brain, | 
Strain out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenſe, | 

And rhyme with all the rage of impotence. ; 

Such ſhameleſs bards we have; and yet 'tis true 
There are as mad, abandon'd critics too. 


The bookful blockhead 1gnorantly read, 

With loads of learned lumber in his head, 

With his own tongue ſtill edifies his ears, 

And always liſt'ning to himſelf appears, 

All books he reads, and all he reads affails, 
From Dryden's Fables down to D'urfey's Tales, 
With him moſt authors ſteals their works, or buy; "Wes 
Garth did not write his own Diſpenſary, 
Name a new play, and he's the poet's friend, 
Nay ſhow'd his fatults—but when would poets mend ? 
No place ſo ſacred from ſuch fops is barr'd, 
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Nor is Paul's church more ſafe than Paul's church- yard: 5 


Nay fly to altars; where they'll talk you dead; 
Nor fools rüſh in where angels fear to tread; 
Diſtruſtfal ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, 

It ſtill looks home, and fhort excurfions makes; 
But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, 

And never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide 
Burl out, relitlels, 178 A thond' ring 15 
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But where's the man, who counſel can beſtow, 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet too proud to know P 
Unbias'd, or by favour, or by ſpite; 
Nor dully prepoſſeſs'd, nor blindly right; 
Tho! learn'd, well-bred, and tho? well-bred, ſincere 
Modeſtly bold, and humanly ſevere ; 
Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhow, 
And gladly prize the merit of a foe? wid; 
Bleſt with a taſte exact, yet unconfin'd ; 
A knowledge both of books and human kind; 
Gen'rous converſe; a ſoul exempt from pride; 
And love to praiſe, with reaſon on his fide p 
Such once were critics; ſuch the happy few, 
Athens and Rome. in better ages knew, 3 
The mighty Stagirite firſt left the ſhore, „ 
Spreads all his ſails, and durſt the deeps explores , — 
He ſteer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd far, 
Led by the light of the Mzonian ſtar, | 
Poets, a race long unconfin'd and free, 
Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty, | 3 
Receiv'd his laws; and ſtood convinc'd *twas fit, 
Who conquer'd nature, ſhould preſide o'er wit, 
M Horace {till charms with graceful negligence, 
And without method talks us into ſenſe, 
Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 
The trueſt notions in the eaſieſt way. 5 
He, who ſupreme in judgment, as in wit, 
Might boldly cenſure, as he boldly writ, 
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Our eritics take a contrary extreme; 
They, judge with fury, . but they write with phlegm 3 : 
Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong tranſlations 

By wits, chan critics in as wrong quotations. 

See Diony ſius Homer's thoughts refine, 

And call new beauties forth from ev'ry line! 

Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleaſe, 

The ſcholar's learning, and the courtier's eaſe. 

In grave Quintilian's copious work, we find 
The juſteſt rules, and cleareſt methods join'd: 

Thus uſeful arms in magazines we place, | 
All rang'd in order and diſpos'd with grace, + 

But leſs to pleaſe the eye, than arm the hand, 
Still fit for uſe, and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longinus ! all the nine inſpire, 

And bleſs their critic with a poet's fire. 

An ardent judge, who zealous in his truſt, 
With warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt : 
Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws; 
And is himſelf that great ſublime he draws, 

Thus long ſucceeding critics juſlly reign'd. 
Licence repreſs'd and uſeful laws ordain'd. 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew ; 

And arts ſtill follow'd where her eagles flew; 

From the ſame foes, at laſt, both felt their doom, 
And the ſame age ſaw learning fall, and Rome. 
Wich Tyranny, then fuperſlition join'd, 

As that the body, this enflay'd the mind; | 
Vol, III. 11, C Much 
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Much was balievd,: but little anderflood 3 3 
And to be dull was coaſtru'd to be good; 

A ſecond deluge learning thus o'er-run, 
And the Monks finiſh'd what the Goths begun, | 
At length Eraſmus, that great injur'd name, 

(The glory of the prieſthood, and the ſhame !) 

Stem'd with wild torrent of a barb'rous age, 

And drove thoſe holy vandals off the ſtage. 

But ſee! each muſe, in Leo's golden days, 
. Starts from her trance, and trims her wither'd bays, 
1 | \ Rome's ancient genius, o'er its ruins ſpread, 
Shakes off the duſt, and rears his rev'rend head, 
Then ſculpture and her fiſter arts revive ; 

Stones leap'd to form, and rocks began to live; 
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Wich ſweeter notes each riſing temple rung — 
A Raphael painted, and a Vida ſung. 

Immortal Vida; on whoſe honour'd brow 

The poet's bays, /and critic's ivy. grow : 

Cremona now ſhall ever boaſt thy name ; 

As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 

But ſoon by impious arms from Latium chas'd, 
Their ancient bounds the baniſh'd muſes paſs'd | 
Thence arts o'er all the northern world advance, 
But critic learning flouriſh'd moſt in France ; 
The rules a nation, born to ſerve, obeys : 

And Boilieu fill in right of Horace ſways, 
But we, brave Britons, foreign laws deſpis'd, 
And kept unconquer'd and unciviliz'd; 


| Fierce 
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Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 
We {till defy'd the Romans, as of old. 
Yet ſome there were, among the ſounder few 
Of thoſe who leſs preſum'd, and better knew, 
Who durſt aſſert the juſler ancient cauſe, 


And here reſtor'd wits fundamental laws. | | 


Such was the muſe, , whoſe rules and prafti ce tell, 
Nature's chief maſter-piece is writing well,” 


Such was Roſcommon, not more learn'd than good, 


With manners gen'rous as his noble blood; 

'To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
And ev'ry author's merit, but his own. 
Such late was Walſh—the muſe's judge and friend, 
Who juſtly knew to blame or to commend ; 

To failings mild, but zealous for deſert ; | 
The cleareſt head, and the fincereſt heart. - : 
This humble praiſe, lamented ſhade ! receive, 


This praiſe at leaſt a grateful muſe may give: 


The muſe, whoſe early voice you taught to fingy®* 


Preſcrib'd her heights, and prun'd her tender wing. 


(Her guide now loft) no more attempts to rife, 
But in low numbers ſhort excurſions tries; 


Content, if hence th' unlearn'd their wants may view, 


The learn'd reflect on what before they knew: 


Careleſs of cenſure, nor too fond of fame 
Sill pleas'd to praiſe, yet not afraid to blame; 


Averſe alike to flatter or offend : 


Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 
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PALEMON AND LAVINIA. 


By JAMES THOMSON, 
; "PRE lovely young Lavinia once had friends; * 
a And fortune ſmil'd, deceitful, dn her birth. 
For in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 
Of every ſlay, fave innocence and heaven, 
| She with her widow'd mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the windings of a wooden vale ; 
By ſolitude and deep ſurrounding ſhades, : 
But more by baſhful modeſty conceal'd, — 
Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel ſcorn 
Which virtue, ſunk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy paſſion and low-minded pride: 
Almott,, nature's common bounty fed, 
Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 
Content, and careleſs of to-morrow's fare. | 
Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, : 
When the dew wet's its leaves ; unſtain'd and pure, 6 
As 1s the lily, or the mountain ſnow, 
The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, >, 
Sull on the ground dejected, darting all. | 
Their humid beams into the blooming flowers: 6 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 8 
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Of what her-faithleſs fortune promis'd once, 5 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar _ 


Of evening, ſhone in tears. A native grace, 
Sat fair proportion'd on her poliſh'd limbs, 
Veil'd in a ſimple robe, their bell attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dreſs ; for lovelineſs. 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is, when unadorn'd. adorn'd. the moſt, 
Thoughtleſs of beauty, the was beauty's ſelf, 
Recluſe amidlt the cloſe embowering woods, 
As in the hollow breaſt of Apennine, | | 
Beneath the ſhelter of encircling hills, 

A myrtle riſes far from human eye, 

And breaths its balmy fragance o'er the at: 
So flouriſh'd- blooming, and unſeen by all, 

The ſweet Lavinia; till, at length, 3 | 
By ftrong neceſſity's ſupreme command. 
With ſmiling patience in. her looks, ſhe went 
To glean Palemon's fields. The pride of ſwains 
Palemon was, the gen'rous, and the rich; 

| Who led the rural life in all its joy 

And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 
Tranſmits from ancient. uncorrupted times; 
When tyrant cuſtom had not ſhackled man, 
But free td follow nature was the mode. 

He then, his fancy with. autumnal ſcenes. 


Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his reaper train: 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye: 
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= Unconſcious of her power, and. turning quick & 
{| With unaffected bluſhes, from his gaze ; 
He faw her charming, but he ſaw not half 
_ The charms her down- caſt modeſſy conceal'e, 
That very moment love and chaſte defire 
"Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown; 
For ſtill the world prevail'd, and its dread laugh 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can fcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field, 
And thus in fecret to his ſoul he figh'd : 
What pity ; that ſo delicate a form, 
By beauty kindled, where enſivening ſenſe 
And more than vulgar goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 1 
Of ſome indecent clown! ſhe looks, methink, 
Of old Acaſto's line: and to my mind 
KRecalls that patron of my happy life, 
From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe; 
Nov to the duſt gone down; his houſes, lands, 
And once fair-ſpreading family aiſfolv'd. 
« *Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſcure terreat, 
« Urg'd by remembrance ſad, and decent pride, 


Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better days, 

© His aged widow and his daughter live, | 

s Whom yet my frunful ſearch could never find, 
Romantic with ? would this the daughter were! 
When, ſtrict enquiring, from herſelf he found 
She \ was the ſame, the daughter of his iments 
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Of bountiful Atalto; who can ſpeak 


The mingled paſſions that ſurpriz'd his heart. 


And through his nerves in ſhivering tranſports ran? 
Then blaz'd his ſmoother flame, avow'd, and bold; 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 


Love, gratitude, and pity wept at once. 


Confus'd and frighten'd at his ſudden tears, 
Her rifing beauties fluſh'd a higher bloom, 
As thus Palemon, paſſionate, and juſt, 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul. 
© And art thou then Acaſto's dear remains * 

She whom my reſtleſs gratitude has ſought 

So long in vain? O yes! the very ſame, 

The ſoften'd image of my noble friend, ö 


- © Alive, in ev'ry feature, ev'ry look, 


© More elegantly-touch'd. Sweeter than ſpring! 
Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root | 
That nouriſh'd up my fortune] ſay, ah where, 
In what ſequeſter'd deſart, haſt thou drawn 
The kindeſt aſpect of delighted heaven? 

© Into ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown ſo fair: 


© Tho! poverty's cold wind, and cruſhing rain, 1:4 a 


Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years! 

O let me now, into a richer ſoil. 

© Tranſplant thee ſafe; where 3 ſuns and ſhowers 

6 Difuſe their warmeſt, mildeſt influence; | 
And of my garden be the pride, and joy! 


6 It ill befits thee, Oh it ill belits 


* 
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Acaſto's daughter, his whoſe open ſlores, MR 
Though vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, | 
. © The father of a country, thus to pick 

© The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt fields, 
Which from his bounteous friendſhip I enjoy. . 
Then throw that ſhameful. pittance from thy hand, 

But ill apply d to ſuch a rugged tax; 


— 


© The fields, the maſter, all, my fair, are-thine 


If to the various bleſhngs which thy houſe 
Hag on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that bliſs, 
© That deareſt bliſs, the power of bleſſing thee ! * 
Here ceas'd the youth: yet {till his ſpeaking eye 
Expreſs'd the ſacred triumph of his ſoul, - 
With conſcious. virtue, gratitude, and lov, 
Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd. , | 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm. | 
Of goodneſs irrefiltible, and all. 
In ſweet diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd conſent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While, pierc'd with. anxious thoughts, He pin'd maze 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate; 
Amaz d, and ſcarce believing what ſhe TIM 
Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd veins, and one bright gleam. 
Of ſetting life ſhone. on her evening hours : 
Nor leſs enraptur'd than the happy pair; 
Who flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and rear'd. 
A numerous ofspring, lovely like themſelves, 


And good, the grace of all the country round. 
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VANITY: 0 F HUMAN WISHES. 


IN IMITATION OF THE 


TENTH SATIRE os JUVENAL, 


By SAMUEL FOHNSON. 
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E T obſervation with extenſive view, 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru; 

Remark each anxious toil, each eager firife, 
And watch the buſy ſcenes of crowded life ; 
Then ſay how hope and fear, deſire and hate, 
O'erſpread with ſnares the clouded maze of fate, 
Where wav' ring man, betray d by vent'rous pride, 
To tread the weary paths without a guide; 
As treach'rous phantoms in the mitt delude, 
Shuns fancied ills, or chaſes airy good. 
How rarely reaſon guides the flubborn- choice, | 
Rules the bold hand, of prompts the ſuppliant voice, | 
How nations fink, by darling ſchemes oppreſs'd ; : | 
When vengeance liſtens to the fools requeſt, | 
Fate wings with ev'ry wiſh th' afflictive dart, 
Each gift of nature, and each grace of art. 
Wich fatal heat, impetuous courage glows, 
Wich fa al ſweetneſs elocution flows; 
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| Iapeschment tops the ſpeaker's pow ful breath, 
And reſlleſs fire precipitates on death. 

But ſcarce obſerv'd the knowing and tlie bold, 
Fall in the gen'ral maſſacre of gold ; 

' Wide-waſhing peſt ! that rages unconfin'd, 

And crowds with crimes the records of mankind; 

f | For gold his ſword the hireling ruffian draws, 
For gold the hireling judge diſtorts the laws ; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth, nor truth nor ſafety bark, 
The dangers gather as the treaſures riſe. 

Let hiſt'ry tell where rival kings command, 

And.dubious title ſhakes the madded land, : 

When ſtatues glean the refuſe of the ſword, 

How much more ſafe the vaſſal than the lord: . — 

Low ſkulks the hind beneath the rage of power, 

And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tow'r, 
Untouch'd his cottage, and his lumbers ſound, * 

Tho? confiſcation's vultures hover round. 

The needy traveller, ſerene and gay, | 
Walks the wild heath, and ſings his toil away. + 
Does envy ſeize thee P cruſh th* upbraiding joy, | 4 
Increafe his riches and his peace deſtroy ; bis 
New fears in dire viciſſitude invade, | 
The ruſtling brake alarms, and quiv'ring ſhade. 5 
Nor light nor darkneſs bring his pain relief, 

One ſhews the plunder, and one hides the thief. 
Yet {ill one gen'ral cry the ſkies aſſails, 
| And gain and grandeur loads the tainted pales; "HH 


| Few 
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Few knew the toiling ſlateſman's fear or care, 
Th' inſidious rival and the gaping heir. 

Once more, Democritus, ariſe on earth, 
With cheerful wiſdom and inſtructive mirth, 
See motly life in modern trappings dreſs d, 
And feed with various fools th' eternal jeſt: 


Thou who couldſt laugh where want enchain'd caprice, 


Toil cruſh'd conceit, and man was of a piece; 
Where wealth unloy'd without a mourner dy d; 
And ſcarce a ſycophant was fed by pride; 

Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate, 
Or ſeen a new made mayor's unweildy ſtate; 
Where change of fav'rites made no change of laws, 
And ſenates heard before they judg'd a cauſe ; 
How wouldſt thou ſhake at Britain's modiſh tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe R. 
Attentive truth and nature to decry, | 

And pierce each ſcene with philoſophic eye. 

To thee were ſolemn toys or empty ſhow, 

The robes of pleaſure and the veils of woe: 

Al aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, 


. 1 
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| Whoſe joys are cauſeleſs, or whoſe griefs are vain, 


Such was the ſcorn that fill'd the ſage's mind, 
Renew'd at ev'ry glance on human kind ; 
How juſt that ſcorn ere yet that voice declare. 
Search ev'ry ſtate, and canvaſs ev'ry pray r. 
Unnumber'd ſuppliants croud Preferment's gate, 
Athirſt for wealth, and burning to be great: 


e Delve 
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g des Fortune hears th' inceſſant call, | 
They mount, they ſhine, evaporate, and fall. 

On ev'ry ſtage the foes of peace attend, 

Hate dogs their flight, and inſult mocks; their end. 

Love ends with hope, the ſinking ſtateſman's door 

Pours in the morning worſhipper no more. 

For growing names, the weekly ſcribbler lies, 

To growing wealth the dedicator flies: | 

From ew'ry room deſcends the painted face, 

That hung the bright Palladium of the place, 

And finoak'd in kitchen, gr'in' auctions fold, 

To better features yields the frame of gold; 

For now no more we trace in ev'ry line 

Heroic worth, benevolence divine; 

The form diſtorted juſtifies the fall, 

And deteſlation rids th' indignant wall, 

But will not Britain hear the laſt appeal, 

Sign her foes down, or guard her fav rites zeal ? 

Ihro' F reedom” s ſons no more remonſtrance rings. 

Degrading nobles and controuling kings ; 

Our ſupple tribes repreſs their patriot throats, 


A 
» 


And*alk no queſtions but the price of votes ; 
Wich weekly libels' and ſeptennial ale, 
Their wiſh is full to riot and to rail, 

In full blown dignity ſee Wolſey ſtand, 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his haud ; 
To him the church, the realm, their poi 'rs conlign, 
Theo! | him the rays of regal bounty ſhine, To 
Still 
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Still to new heights his reſtleſs wiſhes tower, 

Claim leads to claim, and pow'r advances pow'r * 
Till conqueſt unteſiſted teas'd to pleaſe, 

And rights ſubmitted, left him none to-ſeize, 
At length his ſoy'reign, frowns—the train of flate 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the ſign to hates 
Where-e'er he turns he meets a ſtranger's eye, 
His ſuppliants ſcorn him, and his followers {ly 3 


At once is loſt the pride of awful ſlate, 


The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate. 

The regal palace, the luxurious board, 

The liv'ried army, and the menial lord. | 
With age, wich cares, with maladies oppreſs'd, 
He ſeeks the refuſe of monallic. reſt. 

Grief aids diſeaſe, remember'd folly. ings, 
And his laſt ſighs reproach the faith of kings. 


Speak thou, whoſe thoughts at humble peace repiney - 


Shall Wolſey's wealth, with Wolſey's end be thine v 
Or liv thou now, with ſafer pride content, 


The viſeſt juſtice on the banks of Trent ? 


For why did Wolſey near the ſtoeps of fate, 
On weak foundations. raiſe th* enormous weight ? 
Why but to link beneath misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulphs below ? 
What gave great Villiers to ch' aſſaſſin's las. 


And ſix'd diſeaſe on Harley's clofing life? 


What murder'd Wentworth, and what exil'd Hyde, 
By kings protected, and to kings ally'd ? 
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What but their wiſh indulg'd in courts to mine, 

And pow'r too great to keep, or to reſign? 

When firſt che college rolls receive his name, 

The young enthuſiaſt quits his eaſe for fame; 

Through all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the ſtrong contagion of the gown's 

- Ofer Bodley's dome his future labours ſpread, 

And * Bacon's manſion trembles o'er his head. 

Are theſe thy views ? proceed, illuſtrious youth, 
And virtue guard'thee to the throne of Truth! 
Vet ſhould thy ſoul indulge the gen'rous heat, 

Till captive ſcience yields her laſt retreat; 
Should Reaſon guide thee with her brighteſt ray, | 
And pour on miſty doubt reſiſtleſs day; 3 
Should no falſe kindneſs lure to looſe delight, 
Nor Praiſe relax, Nor Difficulty fright; 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain, 

And Sloth effuſe her opiate fumes in vain 

Should/ beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart, 

Nor claim the triumph of a letter'd heart; 

| Should no diſeaſe thy torpid veins invade, 

Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy ſhade 3 | 
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„Tiere is a tradition, that the fludy of friar Bacon, 
built on an arch over the bridge, will fall, when a man 
greater than Bacon ſhall paſs over it. 
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Yet hope-not liſe from grief or danger free,” 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee : 
Deign on the paſling world to turn thine eyes, 
And pauſe awhile from letters, to be wiſe : 
There mark what ills the ſcholar's life aſſail, 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail: 
See nations ſlowly wiſe, and meanly juſt, 
To buried merit raiſe the tardy buſt, 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 
Hear Lydiat's life, and Galileo's end. 
Nor deem, when Learning her laſt prize beſtows, 
The glitt'ring eminence exempt from woes ; 
See when the vulgar ſcape deſpis'd or aw'd, _ 
Rebellion's vengeſ ul talons ſeize on Laud, | 
From meaner minds, tho' ſmaller fines content 
The plunder'd palace or ſequeſter'd rent; 
Mark'd out by dang'rous parts he meets the ſhock, - 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block: 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, 4 
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and lleep. 
The feſtal blazes, the triumphal ſhow, 
The raviſh' d ſtandard, and the captive foe, 
The ſenate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale, 
With force reſiſtleſs o'er the brave prevail, _ 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Aſia whirld, 
For ſuch the Ready Romans ſhook the world; 
For ſuch in diſtant lands the Britons ſhine, 1 
And ſtain wich blood che Danube or the Rhine: TY | 74 
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This pow'r has praiſe, that virtue ſcarce can warme 
Till fame ſupplies the univerſal charm. 

Yet reafon frowns on war's unequal game, 
Where waſted nations raiſe a ſingle name. 

And mortgag'd ſtates their grandfire's wreaths regrets 
From age to age in everlaſting debt ; | 
Wreaths which at laſt the dear-bought right TY; 
To ruſt on medals, or on ſtones decay. 

On what foundation ſtands the warrior's pride, | 
low juſt his hopes let Swediſh Charles decide; 
A frame of adamant, a foul of fire, 

No dangers fright him, and no lahours tire; 


O er love, o'er fear extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer'd lord of pleaſure and of pain; 3 

No joys to him pacific ſceptres yield, 

War ſounds the trump, he ruſnies to the field; 

Behold ſurrounding kings their pow'rs combine, 

And one capitulate, and one reſign; 

Peace courts his hand, but ſpread her charms in van; 

Think nothing gain'd,* he cries, till nought temam, 

On Moſcow's walls till Gothic ſtandards fly, 

« And all be mine beneath the polar tky ;? 

The march begins in military ſtate, . 

And nations on his eye ſuſpended wait; ; 

Stern Famine guards the ſolitary coaſt; : | 
And winter'barricades the realms f Froft ; 

He comes, not want and cold his courſe delay ; — 

18 bluſhing ys hide n $ day: 
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The vanquiſh'd hero leaves his broken bands, 
And ſhews his miſeries in diſtant lands; 
Condemn'd a needy ſupplicant;to wait; 
While ladies interpoſe, and ſlaves debate. 
But did not chance at length her error mend ? 
Did no ſubverted empire mark his end? 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound ? 
Or hoſtile millions preſs him to the ground ? 
His fall was deſtin'd to a barren ſtrand, 
A petty fortreſs,” and a dubious hand ʒ 4 
'He left the name, at which the world grew pale, '£ 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 
All times their ſcenes of pompous woes afford, 
From Perſia's tyrant, to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hoſtility, and barbarous pride, 
Wich half mankind embattled at his ſide; 
Great Xerxes comes to ſeize the certain prey, 
And ſtarves exhaulled regions in his way; 
Attendant, Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, 
Till counted myriads ſooth, his pride no more; 
Freſh praiſe is try'd till madneſs fires his mind, 
The waves he laſhes, and enchains the wind ; | 
New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow'rs are ſtill beſtow * 
Till rude reſiſtance lops the ſpreading god; | 
The daring Greeks deride the martial ſhow, 
And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe ; 
Th' inſulted ſea with humbler thoughts he gains, | 
A yy kiff to ſpeed his flight remains; 
1 1 
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Th' incumber'd- oar ſearce leaves the dreaded cot 
Through purple billows and a floating hoſt. 

The bold Bavarian, in a luckleſs hour, 

Tries the dread ſummits of Cæſatean pow'r, 

With unexpected legions burſts away, | 

And ſees defencelefs realms receive his ſway 3 

Short ſway ! fair Auſtria ſpreads her mournful charms 
The queen, the beauty, ſets the world in-arms ; | 
From hill to hill the beacons rouzing blaze 

Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of:praiſe 3 

The herce Croatian, and the wild Huffar: 

And the ſons of ravage crowd the war; 

The baffled prince in honour's flatt'ring bloom 

Of haſty greatneſs ſtands the fatal doom, . : 
His foes derifion, and his ſubjects blame, | 
And fteals to death from anguiſh and from ſhame. 
Enlarge my life with multitude of day, M 

II health, in fiekneſs, thus the ſuppliant pray 
Hides from himſelf his ſtate, and ſhuns to know, 

That life protracted, is protrafted woe; 

Time hoverso'er, impatient to deſtroy, 

And ſhuts up all the paſſages of joy: 

In vain their gifts the bounteous'ſeaſons pour, 

The fruit autumnal, and the vernel flow'r, 

With liſtleſs eyes the dotard views the ſtore. 

He views, and wonders that they pleaſe no more: 
Nor pall the taſteleſs meats, and joyleſs wines, 

And Luxury with ſighs her flaye reſigns, 
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Approach, ye minſtrels, try the fovthing drein 
And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain: | 
No ſounds, alas, would touch the impervious 1 
Though dancing mountains witnefs'd Orpheus * 
Nor lute nor ly re his fee ble pow'r attend, 

Nor ſweeter muſic of a'virtuous friend. 
But everlaſting diftates crowd his tongue, 
Perverſely grave or! poſitively wrong. 
The ſtill returning tale, and ling' ring jeſt, 
Perplex the fav ning niece and pamper'd gueſt; 
While growing hopes ſcarce awe the gathr'ing _— 
And ſcarce a legacy can bribe to hear; 
The watchful:guefts ſtill hunt the laſt offence, 
The daughter's petulance, the ſon's expence, 
Improve his heady rage with treach'rous ſkill, 
And mould his paſſions till ihey make his will. 

Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, | 
Lay ſiege to life, ant preſs the dire blockade; 
But unextinguifh'd Av'rice ſtill remains, 

And dreaded loſſes aggravate his pains'; 

He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands, 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 

Or view his coffers with ſuſpicious eyes, 

Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant the virtues of a temp' rate prime 
Blefs with an age exempt from ſcorn or crime 3 
An age that melts in unperceiv'd decay, 

And glides in modeſl innocence away; 
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© Whoſe peaceful day benevolence. endears, 
Whole night congratulating Conſcience cheers 3 
The gentcal fav'rite as the gen'ral friend: 

Such age there is, and who could wiſh its end bh 
Vet ev'n on this her load Misfortune lings, 
Jo preſs the weary minutes flagging wings 3. 
New ſorrows riſes as the day returns, 

A filter ſickens, or a daughter mourns, 
Now kindred merit fills the ſable bier, 

Now lacerated Friendſhip claims a tear. 

Year chaſes year, decay purſues decay, 
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Still drops ſome joy from with' ring life away; 

New forms ariſe, and diff rent views engage, 
Superfluous laggs the vet' ran on the ſage, ib if 
Till pitying Nature ſigns the laſt releaſe, 

And bids afflicted worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like theſe awaits” 

| Who ſet unclouded i in the gulphs of Fe ate. 

From Lydia“ s monarch ſhould the ſcarch deſcend, 

By Solon cautian'd to regard his end, 
In life's laſt ſcene what prodigies ſurpriſe, Y 
Fears of the brave; and follies of the wiſe ? 

From Marlb'rough's eyes the ſtreams of dotage flow, - 


And Swift expires a driv'ler and a ſhow. 
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The teeming mother, anxious for her race, 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face : 

Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty * 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
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Ye nymphs of roſy lips and radient eyes, 
Whom pleafure keeps too buſy to be wiſe, 
Whom joys wich ſoft varieties invite, 
By day the frolic, and the dance by night. 
Who frown with vanity, who ſmile with art, 
And aſk the lateſt faſhion of the heart,  s 
What care, what rules your heedlefs charms ſhall ſave, 
Each nymph your rival, aud each youth your ſlave? 
Againſt your fame with fondneſs hate combines, 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 
With diſtant voice neglected Virtue calls, 
Leſs heard and leſs, the faint remonſtrance falls; ; 
Tir'd with contempt, ſhe quits the lipp' ry reign, 
And Pride and Prudence take her ſeat in vain, 
In crowd at once, where none the paſs defend, 
The harmleſs Freedom, and the private Friend. 
The guardians yield; by force ſuperior ply'd; 
By Int'reſt, Prudence; and by Flatt'ry, Pride, 
Now beauty falls betray'd, deſpis'd, diftreſs'd, 
And hiſhng infamy proclaims the reſt. 
Where then ſhall Hope and Fear their obje lis bd Þ 
Muſt dull ſuſpence corrupt the ſtagnant mind ? 
Muſt helpleſs man in ignorance ſedate, | 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ? / 
Muſt no diflike alarm, no wiſhes riſe, 
No cries attempt the mercies of the ſkies ? 
Enquirer, ceaſe, petitions yet remain, 
Which heav'n may hear, nor deem religion vain, '. 


Still 
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Still raiſe for good the ſupplicating voice, 


But leave to heav'n the meaſure and the choice. 


Safe in his pow'r, whoſe eyes diſcern afar 


The ſecret ambuſh of a ſpecious-pray'r. - 
Implore his aid, and his deciſions reſt, 
Secure whate'er he gives, he gives the beft,- 


| Yet when the ſenſe of ſacred preſence hres, 


And ſtrong devotion to the ſkies aſpires, 


Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 


Obedient paſſions, and a will refign'd ; 


For love, which ſcarce collective man can fill: 


For patience, ſov*reign o'er tranſmuted ill; 
For faith, that panting for a happier ſeat, 


: Counts death kind Nature's ſignal of retreat? 


Theſe goods for man the laws of heaven 'n ordain, 


Theſe goods he grants, who grants the pow'r to gain 3 
With theſe celeſtial Wiſdom calms the mind, 
And makes the happineſs ſhe does not find, 
| f | 1 
PHILOSOPHY, | 
By. JOHN MILTON. 


| How charming is divine Philoſophy ! 


Not harſh, and crabbed, as dull mou fuppoſe, 
But muſical as is Apollo's lute, 
And a perpetual feaſt of nectar'd rs: | 
Where no crude lurfeit N Ne n u v 
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(reür in his heart, and horror 1 in his eyes) 
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ERCATOR * tempted by the happy times, ve 
Quits his own ſhore for. Oriental climes, 

With choiceſt goods his wealthy veſſel lades, 

And leaves for India's, Britain's cooler ſhades. 

But as, enraptur'd with indulgent gales, 

That kifs*d*each wave, and ſwell'd the curling —_ 

The veſſel drove, a ſudden burſt of rain 

Impetuous ruffled the Cerulean plain; 

Conflicting winds deſcend with rapid Nabe 


And, whirl'd in hurricane, tumultuous fight. 

Surges on ſurges, waves on waves ariſe, 

That proudly foam, and blot the azure ſkies 3. | 
The cordage rattles, and with fails declin'd, X 
The ſhip bewilder'd drives before the wind; | 
Till weaken'd with th' extremes of Ocean's pow'r, 

At laſt ſhe bulg'd againſt the Indian ſhore. 

When from an ambuſh, lo! encircling round, 

A cloud of Indians thicken'd on the ground, 

And with barbaric rage, the crew they tore, 

Eat of their fleſh, and quaff'd the ſtreaming gore 

All but MERCATOR ;—him, lo! flight unſeen 


Now ſaves from death, and from the tragic ſcene,g 


With tim'rous haſte amid the woods he flies 2 


* 7 The writer, for poetical reafons, has altered the 
names to Mercato and Barſina. ; 


+ we 

*Rit fpent with wearineſs, himſelf he laid 

Beneath a waving elm's embracing ſhade, 

Where a long range of thiek' ning foreſls grows, 

And twining boughs a cooling ſhade. compoſe ; 

Their pleaſing charms his reſtleſs thoughts controul, 
Soothe his tumultuous breaſt, and tune his ſoul, =} 

But lo! ere gentle ſleep had lent her aid, 

Forth from a thicket ruſh'd an Indian maid, 
Whom the hot ſun-beams tempted out to rove 
Thro' the thick mazes of this ſhady grove, 

Alluring beauty and perſuaſive grace 

Beam'd in her eye, and brighten'd in her face; 
Her jetty treſſes flowing hung behind, 

And wildly wanton'd in each breeze of wind. 
 Refulgent jewels plac'd with artleſs care, 
And ſhining bugles glitter'd on her hair, 
Whoſe beams reflect the ſun's meridian ray, 
And add new ſplendour to the blaze of day. 

At once they ſaw, with wonder, and ſurpriſeq 
Commutual paſhon darting in their eyes; 
While from each boſom ſympathetic ſighs, 
And mutual heavings, mutual tears ariſe : 
The undiſtinguiſh'd forms of ſpeech imparts 
A tort' ring anguiſh to each longing heart, 
The pow'rs of language too deficient prove 


To ſhew the thrilling ecſtacy of love; 
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But fouls like theirs, myſterioufly wrought, _ 
Converſe by filent ſympathy of thought. 

She led MERCATOR to a friendly ſhade, 
A cooling grotto elegantly made, 
Where ſweet Sebzan odours' fragrant bloom, 
Their ſmells diffuſing round a rich perfume ; | 
Where hyacinthus, and the purple roſe, 
A downy bed of various ſweets compoſe, - 
She plac'd him there, and gave a choice repaſt. 
Subſtantial food, delicious to the taſte ; 
And in a curious ſhell with ſpeed ſhe brings 
Tranſparent water from the limpid fprings.— 
Oft when the moon, in trembling ſtreams of light, 
A paler day ſhed o'er the gloom of night ; 
And when with gentle fighs the ev'ning breeze 
Remurmur'd foftly thro' the wiſp'ring trees, 
Pleas'd ſhe would lead him thro” the ſhady ſcenes 
Of Caſha groves and everlaſting greens, 


Too anxious leſt each gale of breezy air 


Should hurt her love, or diſcompoſe his hair; 


Or, while he ſlept, wou'd tune the meltIng ſongy 


Or modulate the muſic of her tongue, | 
Thus for ſome months. 

Once, as they walk'd in a ſequeſter'd grove, 

And am'rous told the pleaſing tale of love, 

The Indian maid began, and with a ſigh, 

That fetch'd a pearly tear into her eye, 
Vol, III. 115 E 
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Thus 


1 1 
Thus ſpoke (for to'expreſs herſelf ſhe'd e 
In Engliſh accents and diſtinguiſh'd ſound) . 
c Still as I view thefe ever-pleaſing bow'rs, * 
Once the dear ſcenes of thy Baxs1na's hours, 
— © And all the parent triumphs in my eyes. 
s Mzxcartor ! ch, the thought diſturbs my reſt, 
And ſpreads its thrilling horrors in my breaſt, , 
Once as I flept beſide yon ſoft caſcade, | 
While Cynthia's pearly beams around me play'dg 
Sudden appear'd a viſionary fair, 
s Whoſe radiant luſtre brighten'd all the air; 
A virgin's veſt the blooming phantom wore, 
And in her hand a verdant thyrſus bore; _ 
* © Then wav'd it thrice, and ſpoke, Unhappy F air, 
And vaniſh'd from my ſight in fluid air. 


* s Ofay, my love, what means this phantom gueſt, 

And why theſe horrors in my tortur'd breaſt ? 

She ſaid, and ceas'd ; her Jucid eye-balls pour 4 

In chryſtal ſtreams the ſoft diſtilling ſhow'r, - , j 

The ſalient blood its ſprightly courſe diſdains, 1 ; 

And curdling freezes in her icy veins ; | , 
Confuſion on her falling ſpirits hung, 

And half-form'd accents flutter'd on her tongue, | 


Rous'd from this fainting fit, Mexcator pref 
The weeping beauty to his am'rous breaſt, 

And ſought by balmy words to calm her fears, 
And ſtem the n torrent of her tears ; 


/ 


Thy 


/ 
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Thus my Bansina, as I view (he faid) n 0 55 
© Unrival'd beauties. in my lovely maid, 5 
Alas! thy ſorrows doubly touch my DG 
Wich equal grief and ſympathizing ſmart ; 
+ Each chryſtal tear, with agonizing pains, 
+ Runs thro' my ſoul, and thrills along my veins. 
6 Heav'n's ! ſhall a nothing, an ideal ſhade, 
s Whoſe poor exiſtence is by fancy made 
« Diffuſe its horrors thro' thy tender breaſt, | 
* Taint ev'ry thought and difcompoſe thy reſt ? 
+ Why waſt thou born with ſuch a coward mind, 
6 The ſport of ſhadows;. or a gale of wind ? 
6 Forſake theſe barb'rous coaſts, theſe ſavage RAY 
Where tyranny and ſuperſtition reigns : 
© This arm ſhall guard BARSINA from the foe, 
© Repel each florm, and intercept each blow; 
Thou, lovelieſt of thy ſex, in me ſhall bnd 
A tender parent, and a lover kind, 
And in my country, gloriouſly array'd, | | 
6 Shalt ſhine in crimſon, or more rich brocade ; 
And in thy ſweet charms with elegance expreſs 
All the grand gay variety of dreſs.” 
Theſe ſilken words an eaſy entrance find, 
And charm the poor deluded Indian's mind 
Frequent ſhe climbs a lofty mountain's brow, 
Her far-ſtretch'd eye-balls ſkims the deeps below; 
At length an Engliſh ſhip, by tempeſt toſt, 
For ſhelter makes th' inhoſpitable coaſt ; 2 
3 ma 
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The Indian ſees, and riſing joys impart 
A thrilling pleaſure to her longing heart; 
Wich eager haſte, borne on the zephyrs' wings, 
The joyful tidings to MERCATOR brings, 
They both aſcend the ſhip—the azure ſea 
Wafis them f. pontaneous on the chryſlal way; 
The veſſel drives, with ſoft refreſhing gales, | 
And ſoon Barbadoes gredks the ſwelling ſails. 
No more BARSINA's beauties now can move, 
But av'rice triumphs o'er the ties of love ; 
The wretch, by that deſtructive paſſion ſway'd, 
To ſlav'ry ſold the hoſpitable made. 

She heard—and fell reluctant on his breaſt, 


Embrac'd the wretch, and with fond joys careſt—. 


- . 


Then flrove to ſpeak—in vain the accents riſe, 
Her fault'ring breath evaporates in ſighs; 
Nature oppreſs'd grew weak—ſhe ſwoons—aroung 
A general ſigh diffus'd a mournful ſound | 
An heart of adamant wou'd melt in woe ; 

And barren rocks in copious torrents flow ; 
Marble wou'd weep, and ſympathetic ſighs 

Force the pearl dew-drops from Barbarian eyes 3 
But he, relentleſs, ſails before the wind, 

And expeditious makes the port aſſign'd. 


L. 


IL PENSEROSO, 


— — 
* JOHN MILTON. 


gas: vain dant: joys, 
The brood of folly, without * brad; 


How little you beſted, 

Or fill the fixed with all your * 
Dwell in ſome idle brain : 

And fancies fond with gaudy ſhapes poſſes, 
As thick and numberlefs 


As the gay motes that people the ſun-beams, 


Or likeſt hovering dreams. 

The fickle penſioners of Morpheus' train. 
But hail, thou Goddeſs ſage and holy ! 
Hail, divineſt Melancholy! 

Whoſe faintly viſage is too bright 

To hit the ſenſe of human ſight; 

And thereſore to our weaker view _. 
O'erlaid with black, ſtaid Wiſdom's hue ; 1 
Black, but ſuch as in eſteem 

Prinee Memnon's ſiſter might beſeem; 


Or that ſtarr'd Ethiop queen that ſtrove 


To ſer her beauty's praiſe above 
The Sea-Nymphs, and their pow'rs A 
Yet thou art higher far deſcended ; 


Thee 
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Thee bright-hair'd Vella long of yore 
To ſolitary Saturn bore 


1. 


His daughter ſhe (in Saturn's reign, 

Such mixture was not, held a ſtain). 

Oft in glimm'ring bow'rs and glades. 

He met her, and in ſecret ſhades . 

Of woody Ida's inmoſt grove, 

While yet there was no fear of Jove. 

Come, penſive Nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, ſteadfaſt, and demure, 

All in a robe of darkeſt grain, 

Flowing with majeſtic train, 

And ſable ſtole of Cyprus lawn, 

Over thy decent ſhoulders drawn. | 2 
Come, but keep thy wonted ſtate, 
With even ſtep, and muſing gait, 
And locks commercing with the ſkies, 
The rapt ſoul, fitting in thine eyes; 
There held in holy paſſion Mill, 
Forget thyſelf to marble, till. 
Wich ea ſad leaden downward caſt 
Thou fix them on the earth as faſt : 7 
And join with. thee calm Peace and Quiet, 
Spare Faſt, that oft with God doth diet, 
And hears the muſes in a ring 

Ay round about Jove's altar ſing : 

And add to theſe retired Leiſure, 

That in trim gardens takes his pleaſure, 


But 


2 ä 
But firff and chiefeſt with thee bring 
Him that yon ſoars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fiery-wheel'd throne, 
The cherub Contemplation ; 


1 


And the mute Silence hill along, 
*Leſs Philomel will deign a ſong 
In her ſweeteſt ſaddeſt plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night; 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke,. 
Gently o'er th' accuſtom'd oak; Ay 
Sweet bird, that ſhunn'ſt the noiſe of folly,. 
Moſt muſical, moſt melancholy ! 
Thee, chauntreſs, oft the woods among 
I woo, to hear thy even-ſong ; 
And, miſſing thee, I walk unſeen 
On the dry ſmooth-ſhaven green, 
To behold the wand'ring moon, 
Riding near her higheſt noon, 
Like one that had been led aſtray 
Through the Heaven's wide pathleſs ways. 
And oft, as if her head ſhe bow'd, 

" Stooping through a-fleecy cloud. 
Oft, on a plat of riſing ground, 
J hear the far-off curfew ſound, 
Over ſome wide water'd ſhore, 
Swinging flow with ſullen roar z: - 
Or if the air will not permit, 
Some ſtill removed place will fit; 


zur y 


Where glowing embers through the room 
Feach light to counterfeit a gloom, | 
Far from all reſort of mirth, - 
Save the cricket on the hearth, 
Or the bellman's drowſy. charm, 
To bleſs the doors from nightly harm : 
Or let my lamp, at midnight hour, 
Be ſeen in ſome high lonely tow'r, 
| Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 
Wich thrice great Hermes, or unſphere 
The ſpirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlds or what vaſt regions hold: 
The immortal mind that hath for ſook 
Her manſion in this fleſhy nook : 
And of thoſe demons that are found: 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground,. 
Whoſe pow'r hath a true conſent. 
Wich planet, or with element. 
Sometime let gorgeous tragedy . 
In ſcepter'd pall come ſweeping by: 
Preſenting. Thebes? or Pelops' line, 
Or elſe the tale of Troy divine, 
Or what (though rare) of later age- 
Ennobled hath the buſkin'd ſlage. 
But, O ſad Virgin, that thy pow'r 
Might raiſe Muſæus from his bow'r,. 
Or bid the ſoul of Orpheus ſing 
Such notes as, warbled to the ſtring, 


- 


Drew 


E 
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 
And made Hell grant what love did ſeek. 
Or call up him that leſt half told 
The ſtory of Cambuſcan bold, 
Of Camball, and of Algarſife, 
And who had Canace to wife, 
That own'd the virtuous ring and glaſs, 
And of the wond'rous horſe of braſs, 
On which the Tartar king did ride; 
And if aught elſe great bards beſide 


In ſage and ſolemn tunes have ſung, 


Of turneys and of trophies hung. 
Of foreſts, and enchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the ear. 
Thus, night, oft ſee me in thy pale career, 
Till civil-ſuited morn appear, 
Not trickt and flounc'd as ſhe was wont, 
With the Attic boy to hunt, 
But kercheft in a comely cloud; 
While rocking vinds are piping loud. 
Or uſher'd with a ſhower ſtill, 
When the guſt hath blown his fill, 
Ending on the ruſtling leaves, 
With minute drops from off the eaves, 
And when the ſun begins to fling, 
His flaring beams, me, goddeſs, bring: 
To arched walks of twilight groves, 
And ſhadows brown that Sylyan loves, 
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CT: 
Of pine, or monumental oak, 
Where the rude ax with heaved ſtroke 


Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 


Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt 7 


here in cloſe covert by ſome brook, 


Where no profaner eye may look, 


Hide me from the day's gariſh eye, 


While the bee with honied thigh, 
That at her flow'ry work doth ing, 


And the waters murmuring, 


Wich ſuch concert as they keep, 


Entice the dewy-feather'd ſtleep: 

And let ſome ſtrange myfterious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy ſtream 

Of lively portraiture diſplay'd, 

Softly on my eye-lids laid. 

And, as I wake, ſweet mukic breathe 


Above, about, or underneath, 
Sent by ſome ſpirit to mortals good, 


Or ch' unſeen genius of the wood, g 
But let my due feet never fail 
To walk the fludious cloyſters pale, 
And have the high embowered roof. 
With antique pillars maſſy proof, 
And ſtoried windows richly dight, 


Calling a dim religious light. 4 


There let the pealing organ blow, 


To the full voic'd quiro below, 


E | 
Th fervice high, and anthems clear, 

As may with ſweetneſs, through mine car, 
Diſſolve me into ecſtacies, 3 
And bring all Heaven before mine eyes. 

And may at laſt my weary age 
Find out the ꝓeaceful hermitage, 


The hairy gown and moſſy cell, 
Where I may fit and rightly ſpell 


Of ev'ry ſtar that Heaven deth ſhew, 
And ev'ry herb that fips the de w; 

Till old experience do attain 

| To ſomething like prophetic train, 
Theſe pleaſures, Melancholy, give, 
And I with thee would chooſe to live. 


— — (7, 2—— 
HYPOCRISY; 


. 


4 > —_—_— 
— — — ä ̃ —— — 


By JOHN MILTON. 
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N man nor angel can diſcern 
Hypocriſy, the only evil that walks 
Inviſible, except to 'God alone, Ng 


By his permiſſive will, thro' heaven and earthy 

And oft tho' Wiſdom wake, Suſpicion leeps 4 
At Wiſdom's gate, and to Simplicity * | 
Refigns her charge, while goodneſs thinks no H + 
Where no ill * 


ON FREEDOM. 
Written at an Inn. 


O thee, fair Freedom! I retire 
From flatt'ry, cards and dice, and din; 
Nor art thou found in manſions higher 
Than the low cot, or humble inn. 


Tis here with boundleſs pow'r I reigns 

And ev'ry health which I begin, 
Converts dull port to-bright champaign $ 

Such Freedom crowns it at an inn. 


I fly from pomp, I fly from plate! 
I fly from falſehood's ſpecious grin; 
Freedom I love, and form I hate; 3 
And chooſe my lodgings at an inn. 


| Here, waiter! take my ſordid ore, 
Which lacqueys elſe might hope to win; 
It buys what courts have not in-ſtore, 
N buys me freedom at an inn. ij 


Whoe' er has trayell'd life's dull round, = 
Where 'er his ſtages may have been; 
May ſigh to think he ſtill has found 
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AR from 4 dungs bandic 8. 3 alarm, - 
Or diſtant din of horrid deſpot's arms, 

Tho- Penſylvania boaſts her peaceful plain, TR 
* there in blood her petty tyrants reign. | 
With waving pines:tho” vocal woods be crown'd, 8 
And ſtream- fed vales with living e TO 
To golden fieldsitho?/ripeting rays deſcend. 
Wich bluſhing fruit tho“ loaded branches bend; + 5 
Jo thoſe che ne der uli freedom's bleſſings © 
*Tis barren all, *tis all a worthleſs. wafte.. _ "a 
While hoarfe the catarat murmur'd on the gale, i a | 

And chilling dews ſweep through the murky dale: 
Along the hills the diſmal tempeſt howl'd, - | 
And ſightnings flaſh'd, and deep the thunder roll'd 5 
Beneath a leafleſs tree, ere morn aroſe, ' 5 + A 

| The flave Adala thus laments his woes 3 N 

Ve grilly ſpectres, gather round my ſeat, | A 

From caves unbleſt, that wretches groans repeat! | 

Terrific forms from miſty lakes ariſe!  ' FR 
And bloody ;meteors threaten thro' the ſkies ! = 
Wor- III. 14. © & 3 "Ott 1 
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Oh! curs'd deſtroyers of our hapleſs race, 
Of human kind the terror and diſgrace! 
Lo! hoſts of duſky captives, to my view, 


| Demand a deep revenge! demand their due! 


And frowning chiefs now dart athwart the gloom, 
And o'er the ſalt ſea wave pronounce your doom: 


But Gods are juſt, and oft the flroke forbear, 
To plunge the guilty in tenfold deſpair. 


Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdains; 
I pant for freedom and my native plains! 
With limbs benumb'd my poor companions lie; 


1 Oppreſs d by pain and want the aged ſigh; 


Tho' reedy huts the driving tempeſt pours, 


Their feſtering wounds receive the fickly ſhow'rs : 5 


10 mad'ning draughts our lords their ſenſes ſteep, 


And doom their ſlaves to firipes and death in ſleep: 


WE | Now, while the bitter blaſt ſurrounds my head, 


And ſnare the filver tenants of the ſtream; 


To times long paſt my reſtleſs ſoul is led, 
Far, far beyond the azure hills, to groves 


| 11 Of ruddy fruit, where beauty fearleſs roves— ; 
Of bliſsful ſeats? O ſelf-approving joys ! ! FY 


Nature's plain diftates ! ignorance of vice! 

O guiltleſs hours! Our cares and wants were few, 
No arts of luxury or deceit we. knew, 

Our labour, ſport—to tend our cottage care, 

Or from the palm the luſcious juice prepare; 


'To fit indulging love's deluſive dream, 


— 


Or N toil j to aim the deadly bloß; 


| And groans throughout the noifome bark reſound. 


No ſtorms ariſe, no waves revengeful roar, * 


And boldly down the rocky mountain's fide, | 
Hurl'd the grim panther in the foaming tide, 


1 5 


With dex'trous art againſt the ſpotted foe ; 
O days with youthful daring mark'd ! *twas then 
I dragg'd the ſhaggy monſter from his den, 


Our healthful ſports a daily feaſt afford, 
And even till found us at the ſocial board. 
Can I forget, ah me! the fatal day, 
When half the vale of peace was [wept away ! 
Th' affrighted maids in vain the gods implore, 
And weeping view from far the happy ſhore 3 
The frantic dames impatient ruffians ſeize, 
And infants ſhriek, and claſp their mother's knees; 
With galling fetters ſoon their limbs are bound, 


Why was I bound ? why did not Whydah ſee 0 0 
Adala gain or death or victory! {5 


To daſh the monſters on our injur'd ſhore. 
Long o'er the foaming deep to worlds unknown, + $14 


By envious. winds the bulky veſlel's blown, 


While by diſeaſe and chains the weak expire, | } 


Or parch'd endure the ſlow conſuming fire. 
Who'd in this land of many ſorrows live, 

Where death's the only comfort tyrants give ? 

Tyrants unbleſt ! Each proud of ſtrict command, 

Nor age nor fickneſs holds che iron hand; 
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F Whoſe hearts, in'adamant involv'd, deſpiſe 
Tue drooping female's tears, the infant's cries,  _ 

} N From whoſe tern brows, no grateful look e'er beams, (7 
Whoſe bluſhleſs front nor rape nor murder ſhames. 
Nor all I blame; for Naſtal, friend to peace, 
| Thro' his wide paſtures bids oppreſſion ceaſe ; | 
i No drivers goad, no galling fetters bind, 
j | Nor ſtern compulſion damps th' exalted mind, 

þ | There firong Arcona's fated to enjoy 
11 | Domeſtic ſweets, and rear his progeny ; 
To till his glebe employs Arcona's care, 
Jo Naſlal's god he nightly makes his prayer; 

His mind at eaſe, of Chriſtian truths he'll boaſt — 
He has no wife, no lovely offspring loſt. 

Gay his Sayannah blooms, while mine appears 
Scorch'd up with heat, or moiſt with blood and tears, 
Cheerful his hearth in chilling winter burns, 

While to the florm the ſad Adala mourns; 

Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdains; 
l pant for freedom and my native plains ! 
Shall I his holy prophet's aid implore, 

And wait for juſtice on another ſhore? ß 
: Or, ruſhing down yon mountain's craggy lep, | 
End all my ſorrows in the ſullen deep ? 
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A cliff 


— „ —— 
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* The Quakers in America have ſet free all their N egroes, 
and allow them wages as other ſervant, —& 


FR 


Some rougher race your flocks ſhall force away, 
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| A cliff there hangs in. yon grey morning, ad. 


The daſhing wave beneath roars harſh and loud — —- 
But doubts and fears involve my anxious mind, | 
The gulph of death once paſs'd, what ſhore-we find, 
Dubious, if ſent beyond th' expanded main, — 
This ſoul ſhall feek its native realms again: 
Or if in gloomy miſts condemn'd to lie, 1 4Y 
Beyond the limits of yon arching ſky, 1:44 TY 
A better proſpect oft my ſpirit cheers, - 
And in my dream the vale of peace appears, - 


And fleeting viſions of my former life : 


My hoary fire I claſp, my long-loſt wife, 
And oft I kiſs my gentle babes in ſleep, _ 


Till with the ſounding-whip I'm wak'd to weep. 7; 


Lift high the ſcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdains 
I pant for freedom and my native plains! of 
Chiefs of the earth, and monarchs of the ſea | þ | l 1 
Who vaunt your hardy anceſtors were free; bo 
Whoſe teachers plead th' oppreſs'd and injur'd's cauſe, 
And prove the wiſdom of your prophet's laws ; 
To force and fraud if juſtice mult give place, 
You're dragg'd to ſlav'ry by ſome rougher race. 
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Like Afric's ſons your children muſt obey; 


The very gods that view our conſtant toil, 


Shall ſee youf offspring till a ruder ſoil, 


The pain of thirſt and pinching hunger know, 


And all the torments that from bondage flow, \ 
A 3 When, 


rr 
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When, far remov'd from Chriſtian worlds we prove 
\The ſweets of peace, the laſting joys of love. 
But, hark! the whip's harſh echo thro” the trees! 
| I! | 0 every trembling limb freſh horrers ſeize — 

WH Alas! "tis morn, and here I fit alone — 

Be ſtrong, my -ſoul, and part without a groan! 

Ruffians proceed 1 Adala ne'er ſhall ſwerve, 

Prepare the rack, and ſtrain each aching nerve! 

Lift bigh the fcourge, my ſoul the rack diſdains; 
I pant for freedom and my native plains. 

Thou God, who gild'ſt with light the rifing day! 
Who life diſpenſech by thy genial ray ! 

Will thy ſlow vengeance never, never fall, 

But undiflinguifh'd favour ſhine on all? 

O bear a ſuppliant wretch's laſt, ſad prayr ? 

Dart fierceſt rage! infett the ambient air! 

11 This pallid race, whoſe hearts are bound in ſleek, 

1 By dint of Ciffering teach them how to feel. 

| Of, to ſome deſpor” s lawleſs will bettay'd, 

Give them to know what wretches they have made? 
| If Beneath the laſh let them refign their breath, 

I} Or court; in chains, the clay-cold hand of death, 
Or, worſt of ills? within each callous breaſt, 
Cheriſh uncurb'd the dark internal peſt; 

Bid Av'rice ſwell with undiminiſh'd rage, | 

While no new wortds th* accurſed thirſt aſſuage 3 

Then bid the monſters on each other turn, 
| The fury _ in diforder burn; ml Mob eos 
e N ick 
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Bid diſcord flouriſh, civil e 1 
Not one fond wiſh ariſe that pleads for Peace — 
Till, with their crimes in wild confuſion hurl'd, 
They wake t'eternal anguiſh im a future world. 
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MEDITATION AND BEAUTY. 
By JOHY MILTON. 


F[USING Meditation molt affeQs 
The penſtve ſecrecy of deſert cell, 

| Far from the cheerful haunt of men and herds, 
And fits more ſafe than in a ſenate-houſe ; 
For who would rob a hermit of his weeds, _ 
His few books, or his beads, or maple diſk, 
Or do his grey hairs any violence ? 
But Beauty, like the fair Heſperian tree | 
Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 75 
Of dragon watch, with uninchanted eye, 
To ſave her bloſſoms, and defend her fruit 
From the raſh hand of bold incontinence. 
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| By Dr. GREGORY. 
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AY whither, wand'rer, points thy cheerleſs way, 

When length'ning ſhades announce the cloſe of day? 
In yon wild waſte no friendly roof thou'lt find, 
The haunt of ſerpents, and the ſavage kind. 
And ſure reſemblance mocks me, or I trace 
In thine the ſemblance of Zamboia's face ? 
Yet ſcarce thyſelf! for in thy alter'd eye 
J read the records of hard defliny, + | 
From thy rack'd boſom ſighs that ceaſeleſs flow, 
A man beſpeak thee exercis'd in woe, 
Say, then, what chance has durlt thy rigid chains, 


Has led thee frantic o'er theſe diſtant plains? 
What potent ſorrows can thy peace infeſt ? 


What crimes conceal'd prey on thy anxious breaſt ? 
ZAMBOIA. 


No crimes this heart infeſt, this hand aefile, 
Or framic drive me o'er a foreign ſoil, 


A murder'd 


y P 
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And buried joys, that never ſhall return! 
If then thou? rt tempted by the traitor's hed; 
Take this oy life, and proſper by the- "Ty 
Moussa Eg. 
Not the rich produce of Angola's ſhore, 
Not all the miſer's heap'd and glittering ſtore, 


A 4 wife, and wrongs -unmatch'd I ane, 


Not all that pride would graſp, or pomp diſplay, 


Should tempt this hand the wretched to betray. 
No traitors dwell within this bleſt domain, 

The friends of peace we live, a guileleſs train. 
Grief dims thy eye, or gladly wouldſt chou ee 
Thy lov'd Mombaze yet ſurvives in me. 

Canſt thou forget? I taught thy youth to dare 
The ſylvan herd, and wage the deſp'rate.war. 
Canſt thou forget ? one common lot we drew, 


With thee inchain'd, a captive” s fate I knew. - - 


Diſtruſt me not, but unreſery'd diſcloſe 
The envious tale that in thy boſom glows, 
To part our griefs is oft to mitigate, +... - 
And ſocial ſorrow blunt the darts of fate. 


 ZAMBOIA., 


Deas to my fight that form, and doubly * | | 


Thy well-known accents meet Zamboia's ear, 
O! had I died, and left the name of ſhave 
Deep, deep entomb'd within an early grave! 
O! had I died, ere ruthleſs fates conftrain, 


With thee enthrall'd, to croſs the weſtern main 1 | 
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5 01 to have met 2 glorious death-in arms, 
And neter beheld Melinda's fatal charms! 
Time would be ſhort, and memory would tal, 
To dwell diſtinttily on the various tale. 
Tedious to tell what treach'rous arts were tried, 
| To ſooth the ſmart of fill revolting pride, 
I liv'd; and lov'd—then kiſs'd the fatal chain; 
No joy but one to cheer a life of pain. | 
|. | Yet witneſs bear, thou dear departed ghoſt, 
That lonely rov'ſt thy Gambia's ſacred coaſt 1 . 
How ſweet the toil that met the morning's ray, 
How light the labour that o'erlaſted day ! 
The reed-built hovel, and the ſcanty fare, 


Imperial bliſs could give, Melinda there! 

Soft was my pillow, on thy gentle breaſt, 
When o'erpreſt Nature droop'd in want of reſt l 

And if a rebel tear diſgrac'd my eye, | 

Thine was the tear, and thine. the burſting ſigh, 
| Bliſs I. could boaſt, unenvied had it paſs'd, 
But bliſs too great for hapleſs ſtayes to laſt. 
4 wretch, who baniſh'd from his native clime, 

Defil'd with many a black and monſtrous crime, 

Preſided o'er us, and with iron hand 

Held ſavage ſway o'er all the ſervile band. 

In him each helliſh paſſion rudely glow'd, 

And cruelty in him moſt cruel ſhew'd. 


Him luſt infernal, one ſad ev* ning, led 


T'invade the chaſteneſs of my marriage bed : 


I chanc'd 


Cd 
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chanc'd ene 0 caitiff I furprie'd ++ 
My wife preſery'd, and had his guilt chaſlis'd ; 
hile full with vengeance boil'd my wounded RY 20 
But chance reſerv d him for a baſer par. | 
Meanwhile, o'erjoy'd that vice e'en then had fail *. 
I bleſs'd the gods that innocence prevail'd. 

The baffled villain, now a foe profeſs'd, 
Rolls ſcenes of blood within his rankling breaſt ; 13 
With coward arts he forg'd a crafty tale; | 
And hands unrighteous poiſe the partial ſcale: | 
Imputed crimes to eruſh the weak ſuffice, 
Hearſay is guilt, and damning facts ſurmiſe. 


Where uncurb'd will uſurps the place of laws, 

No friendly pleader takes the wretch's cauſe. 

Our tyrant's feats each want of proof ſupplied, 
We fland condemn'd, unqueſtion'd, and untried. 

O! had the grief and ſhame been all my own, 
And the black vengeance lit-on me TT. aa 
But harſher fates a harder curſe decreed ; 

Theſe eyes were doom'd to ſee Melinda bleed,” 86 (2 
I ſaw her by relentleſs ruffians bound. | b 9.3 
The brandiſh'd ſcourge inflict the mortal wound; F 0g 
Her tender frame abus d, and mangled by er, 18 : 


„ 


15 


I ſaw her welt'ring in a flood of gore. 
The murd'rous ſcene had ſoon a dreadful cloſe — 


And do I live! and can I ſpeak my woes! 
Her pregnant womb no longer could. fuſlain l BY 


The Megs ſhame, and agony of Pain; 3 


— — 
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A birth abortive __ her of her breath, 

And pangs convulſive ſeal'd her eyes in a. 
One only pledge my weary ſoul detains 
This hapleſs infant, all that now remains: 


The mournful image of my once - low d wife, 
And ties me down awhile to hated life. 

Elſe this bold hand ſhould liberty reſtore, _ 
And my rapt ſpirit ſeek a happier ſhore. | 
Thro' devious paths with timid haſle we fly, 
Where yon blue mountains meet the bending ſky 3 
Nor ſerpents haunts I dread, nor defarts drear, 
The maſter-ſavage, Man, man alone I fear. 
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Since from our native realms compelled to- part, 
Such pointed ſorrows have not touch'd my heart, . 
Inſatiate plunderers! could i it not ſuffice _ 255 | 
To rend, inhuman, all the ſocial ties —_— 7 
From guiltleſs j joys, that bleſs'd our native foil, 
Dragg'd to a life of miſery and toil ; 8 


Would you yet take the little God has given, 


And intercept | the gracious dews of Heaven? 
Your rage for blood, wild as your thirſt of gain, 


Shall no reſpelts, not truths divine, reſtrain . 


Th' eternal fabric can a name undo ? 
Is rape and. murder ſandified | in you ? 3 
And us, what laws, as impious a as ſevere, 8 | 
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| K orbid the common rites of an e ſhare 9 8 
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Didſt chou, creative power! thy views confine? 
For one proud race the ſpacious earth deſign? 
For them alone does plenty deck the vale, 
Bluſh in the fruit, and tinge the ſcented gale ? 
For them the ſeaſons all their ſweets unfold ? 


Blooms the freſh roſe, and ſhines the waving gold ? 


O no! all bounteous is thy equal hand, 

And thy fix'd laws irrevocable ſtand ! 

Hapleſs Zamboia! had it been thy fate 

With me to ſhare my more propitious ſlate ; 
Thy ſoul had breath'd no impious wiſh to die, 
Nor the big tear had trembled in thine eye. 
Disjoin'd from thee, I too to flav'ry went; 
But Heaven a father, not a maſter, lent. 

He ſeems as Virtue's ſelf in mortal guiſe ; 
Tho? wealthy, ſimple; and tho? modeſt, wiſe. 
Bleſt be the hand that life and freedom gave : 
That pow'r can boaſt, exerted but to fave! _ 
Bleſt the ſage tongue that ſtor'd the vacant mind, 
The manners ſoften'd, and the heart refin'd! 
That, flill to Heaven's unerring dictates true, 
Eternal truth unfolded to our view! 

But, come ! thy faint and weary limbs repoſe," 
Forgetful of thy fears, thy griefs compòſe; 


By morning's daun with earneſt foot 1 ſpeed, 

Nor fleep theſe eyes till 1 behold thee freed. 

Some wealth I have ; and did I prize it more, 

Well ſpar d for this I deem'd the ſacred lore. 
Vor. III. 12. B 


I" (34) | N 
1 | N 1 So talk'd-theſe friends, and to the cottage halle; 1 
| While ſad Z.amboia his purſuers trac'd. 
| (8 The ruſfian band arreſt the bapleſs ſwain, 
i 
ty 


And pray'rs, and tears, and promiſes are vain: 


Their vengeful fervour, no not gifts abate ; 
But, bound in chains, they drag him to his fate *. 


6 
| ON SHAKESPEARE. 
| By JOHN MILTON: 


[EE AT needs my Shakeſpeare for his honour” W” 
The labour of an age in piled ſtones, [bones 
Or that his hallow'd reliques ſhould be hid 


Under a Rlarry-pointing pyramid ? | x 
Dear ſon, of memory, great heir of fame, 


What need'ſt thou ſuch weak witneſs of thy name ? 


Thou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 


| Haſt built thyſelf live-long monument, 
For whilſt to th' ſame of ſlow-endeayouring art 
Thy eaſy numbers flow, and that each heart 


Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued hock . 


Thoſe Delphic lines with deep impreſſion took, 


Then chou our Fancy of itſelf bereaving, 


Doll make us marble with too much conceiving J 


Aud fo ſepulcher'd in ſuch pomp doth lie, 
That kings for. ſuch a tomb would wilh to die. 


33 £ : 
* A higher rew ard is generally offered for the head of a fix . 
3 gitive negro, than for bringing him alive. 
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| ENCE, loathed Melancholy, ; 
Ot Cerberus and blackeſt e born, 
In Styglan cave forlorn 
Mongſt horrid ſhapes, and ſhrieks, and gelle 
Find out ſome uncouth cell, | [ unhol 75 
Where brooding darkneſs (preads| his Jealous wy 
And che night- raven ſings; . 
There under ebon ſhades, and low: brow'd rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, . | 
In dark Cimmerian deſert ever dwell. | 
But come, thou goddeſs fair and free, 
In Heaven *yclep'd Euphroſyne, 
And by men heart-ealing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth, 
With two lifter G races more, 
To ivy- .crowned Bacchus bore ; * 
Or whether (as ſome ſages fing) 
The frolic wind that breathes the ſpring, 85 
Zephyr, with Aurora playing, Y 
As he met her once a Maying, 
There on beds of violets blue, 


And freſh blown roſes waſh'd in dew, oY 
2 RS Fill'd 
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Fill'd her with thee, a daughter fair, 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair; 

- Haſte thee, nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeſt and youthful jollity, | 
Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

Nods and becks, and wreathed ſmiles, 

Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, | 

And love to live in dimple {leek ; 

Sport that wrinkled Care derides, | 


And Laughter holding both his ſides FRE 


Come and trip it as you go 
On the light fantaſtic toe, 
And in thy right hand lead with thee 


The mountain nymph, ſweet Liberty 1 1. 


And if I give thee honour due, : 
Mirth, admit me of thy crew, 1 


To live with her, and live with thee, _ 


In unreprov'd pleaſures free; 
To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And ſinging flartle the dull night,, 
From his watch-tow'r in the ſkies, 
Till the dappled dawn doth riſe ;. 


Then to come in ſpite of ſorrow, 


And at my window bid good-morrow, 


Through the ſweet-briar or the vine, 
- Or the twiſted eglantine ; ; 

Wbile the cock with lively din 

Scatters the rear of darkneſs thin, 
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5 And 
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And to the lack or the barn- door 
Stoutly ſtruts his dames before; 
Oft liſt'ning how che hounds and horn 

Cheerly rouſe the ſlumb' ring morn, 
From the ſide of this hoar hill, 

Through the high wood echoing ſhirill: 

Zome time walking not unſeen, 775 

By hedge- row elms, on hillocks green, 

Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 

Where the great ſun begins his ſtate, 
Rob'd in flames, and amber light, 

The clouds. in thouſand liveries dight: 

While the ploughman near at hand 

Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land, 

And the milk-maid ſingeth blithe, 

And the mower wets his ſcythe, 

And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale' 

Under the hawthorn in the dale, 
Straight mine eye has caught new pleaſures 

Whilſt the landikip round it meaſures; £8 

Ruſſet lawns, and fallows gray, 

Where the nibbling flocks do ſtray, 

Mountains, on whoſe barren breaſt 

Ibe lab'ring clouds do often reſt, 

Meadows trim with daiſies pied, 
Shallow brooks and rivers wide. 

Tow'rs and battlements it ſees 

Boſom'd high on tufted trees, 

| | Ba. 
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Where perhaps ſome beauty lies, 
The Cynoſure of neighb'ring eyes. 
Hard by, a cottage chimney ſmokes - 
From betwixt two aged oaks, * 


Where Corydon and Thyrſis met, 


Are at their ſavoury dinner ſet 
Of herbs, and other country meſſes, 


Which the neat-handed Phillis dreſſes s 


And then in haſte her bow'r ſhe leaves, 
With Theſlylis to bind the ſheaves ; 
Or if the earlier ſeaſon lead 

To the tann'd hay-cock in the mead. 


Sometimes with ſecure delight 
The upland hamlets will invite, 


When the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecs ſound' | 

To many a youth and many a maid, | 
Dancing in the checquer'd ſhade ; 


And,young and old come forth to play | 


On a ſunſhine holy-day, 


Till the live-long day-light fail ; 
Then to the ſpicy nut- brown ale, 


With ſlories told of many a feat, 
How fairy Mab the Junkets eat; 
She was pinch'd and pull'd, the ſaid, 
And by the frier's lanthorn led; 
Tells how the drudging goblin ſweat, 


Iso earn his cream: how duly ſet, 


N 
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| When in one night, ere glimpſe of morn, 

| His ſhadowy flail hath threſh'd the corn, 
That ten day-labourers could not end; 
Then lies him down, the lubbar fiend, 
And ſtretch'd out all the chimney's length, 
Baſks at the fire his hairy ftrength ; 

And crop-full out of doors he flings, 

Ere the firſt cock his matin rings. 

| Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
5 whiſp'ring winds ſoon lull'd alleep, 
Tow'red cities pleaſe us then, 

And the buſy hum of men, 

Where throngs of knights and barons bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold, 
With ſtore of ladies whoſe bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 

Of wit, or arms, while both contend 

To win her grace whom all commend, + 
There let Hymen oft appear 

In ſaffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feaſt, and revelry, 

With maſk, and antique pageantry z - 
Such fights as youthful poets dream 
On ſummer eves by haunted ſtream. ö ; 
Then to the well-trod ſtage anon, e e 
If Johnſon's learned ſock be on, 
Or ſweeteſt Shakefpeate, fancy's child, 
Warble his native Greer wild. 


1 
And ever againſt eating cares, 
Lap me in ſoft Lydian cares, 
Married to immortal verſe, 
Such as the meeting ſoul may pierce; 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of linked ſweetneſs long drawn out, 
| With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
| The melting voice through mazes running 5. 


Untwiſt ing all the chains that tie | Wh 

The hidden ſoul of harmony; 7 8 5 I 
That Orpheus' ſelf may heave his headed | P 
From golden {lumber on a bed PEE ER 
Of heap'd Ely ſian flow'rs, and hear „ Y 
Such ſtrains as would have won the eat ©”. | vt 
Of Pluto, to have quite ſet free 1 
is half. regain'd Eurydice. | St I 
..- Theſe delights if thou canſt give, 0 0 H 

- Mirth, with thee 1 mean to live. - | C 

| 1 I! 
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By EDWARD YOUNG. | B. 

OVE calls for love. Not all the pride of beauy; * 
Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of; ; A 

- Thoſe lips whoſe touch is to be bought with life! HH 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, which ſeen are felt; £ "> 
All the poſſeſt are nought, but as they are | 1 
The proof, the ſubſtance, of an inward paſſion, 1 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart, TN B. 
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CYMON. AND IPHIGENIA. - 


| * 


By JOHN DRYDEN. 


Poeta Loquitur. 


The pow'r of beauty I remember yet, 


LD as I am, for ladies“ love uniit, | 15 
Which once. inſlam'd my ſoul, and {till inſpires my wit, 


If love be folly, the ſevere divine 


Has felt that folly, though he cenſures mine; 
Pollutes the pleaſures of a chaſte embrace, 

Abts what I write, and propagates in gtace, 
Wich riotous exceſs, a prielily race. 
Suppoſe him free, and that 1 forge th” offence, 
He .ſhew'd the way, perverting firſt my ſenſe {1 
In malice witty, and with venom fraught, 

He makes me ſpeak the things I never thought. 
Compute the gains of his ungovern'd zeal; Se #4 uf? 
IIl ſuits his cloth the praiſe of railing well. | 2 
The world will think that what we looſely. write, 
"Though now arraign'd, he read with ſo ne delight ;, ; 
Becauſe he ſeems to chew the cud again, u 
When his broad comment makes the text too plain, 80 2 


A 


And teaches more in one explaining, page 


Hy 
7 
1 
7 
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Than all the double-meanings of the ſtage. 
What needs he paraphraſe on what we mean ? 
We were at worſt but wanton ; he's obſcene, 

I not my fellows nor myſelf excuſe ; f 


But Love's the ſubje& of the comic Muſe ; wp F | : 
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Nor can we write without it, nor would you 
A tale of only dry inſtruction view; 

Nor love is always of a vicious kind, 

But oft to virtuous atls inflames the mind ; 
Awakes the ſleepy vigour of che ſoul, | 
And, bruſhing o'er, adds motion to the pool, 7 
Love, ſt 
Wich poliſh'd manners, and adorns with arts. 
Love firſt invented verſe, and form'd the rhyme, 
The motion meaſur'd, harmoniz'd the chime ; 

Fo lib'cal arts enlarg'd the narrow ſoul'd, 
Soſten'd the fierce, and made the coward bold b. 
Phe world, when waſte, he peopled with increaſs, 
And warring nations reconcil'd in peace, : 
Ormond, the firſt, and all the fair may find. 

In this one legend, to their fame deſign'd, 


udious how to pleaſe, improves our parts 


When beauty fires the blood, how love exit the mind, = 


IN that ſweet iſle where Venus keeps her court, 


And ev r grace, and all the loves, reſort; 
Where either ſex 1s form'd of ſofter earth; 


And takes the bent of pleaſure from their birth; 13 


There liv'd a Cyprian lord above the reſt 

© Wiſe; wealthy, with a'num'rous ſue bleſt: 
But, as no gift of fortune is ſincere, 

Was only wanting in a worthy heir. 

His eldeſt born, a goodly youth to view, | 
Excell'd the reſt in ſhape and outward ſhew ; | 
Fair, tall, his limbs with due proportion join'd, 
But of a heavy, dull, degen' rate mind. 
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His ſoul belyed the features of his face: 


Beauty was there, but beauty in diſgrace? 
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A clowniſh mein, a voice with ruſtic ſound, 
And ſtupid eyes that ever lov'd the ground, 
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He look'd like nature's error; as the mind d 
And body were not of a piece deſign'd, by k 
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But made for two, and by miſtake in one were join'd, 
The ruling rod, the father's forming care, 
Were exercis'd in vain on wit's deſpair; 
The more inform'd, the leſs he underſtood 
And deeper ſunk in floundering in the mud. 
Now ſcorn'd of all, and grown the public ſhame, 
The people from Galeſus chang'd his name, 
And Cymon call'd, which ſignifies a brute; 
Jo well his name did with his nature ſuit, 
His father, when he found his labour loſt, 
And care employ'd chat anſwer'd not the coſt, 
Choſe an ungrateful obje& to remove, 
And loath'd to ſee what nature made him love; 
80 to his country farm the fool confin'd ; 
Rude work well ſuited with a ruſtie mind, 
Thus to the wilds the ſturdy Cymon went, | 
A. ſquire among. the ſwains, and pleas'd with baniſhment, 
His corn and cattle were his only care, 


And his ſupreme delight a country fair. 
It happen'd on a ſummer holiday, Es = 
That to the green-wood ſhade he took his way! 
For Cy mon ſhunn'd the church, and us'd not much to 
f pray. | 
* | = | | His 
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His 1 which he could neꝰer fotſuke, 

| Hung half before, and half behind his back. 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
5 And whiſtled as he went for want of thought. 
By chance conducted, or by thirſt conſitain d, 
"The deep receſſes of the grove he gain'd; 
Where, in a plain de fended by the wood, 


Crept through the matted graſs a chyrſtal flood, 525 1 
By which an alabaſter fountain flood ; 
And on the margin of the fount was laid 
& (Attended by her ſlaves] a lleeping maid. 
VT Like Dian and her nymphs, when, tir'd with - ted 2 
To reſt by cool Eurotas they reſort: 
The dame herſelf the goddeſs well expreſs 8d, 
Not more diſtinguiſh'd by her purple veil, 
Than by the charming features of her face, 
And ev'n in {lumber a ſuperior. grace: 

Her comely limbs compos'd with decent care, | 
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Her body ſhaded with a flight cymarr ; 
Her boſom to the view was only. bare: 
Where two beginning paps were ſcarcely ſpied, 
For yet their places were but ſignified : 
The fanning wind upon her boſom blows, 
To meet the fanning wind the bofom role ; 
The fanning wind, and purling e continue her 
repoſe. i 
The fool of nature ſtood with ſtupid eyes 
And gaping mouth, that tellilied ſurpriſe, 


Fix'd 


(as 0 


Pix'd on her face, nor could remove his fight, | 
New as he was to love, and novice to delight: 


Long mute he ſtood, and leaning on his ſtaff, 
His wonder witneſs'd with an idiot laugh: 


Then would have ſpoke, but by his glimm'ring ſenſe, 
Firſt found his want of words, and fear'd offence ; | | 
Doubted for what he was he ſhould be known, WH 
By his clown accent, and his country tone. 1 
Through the rude chaos thus the running light F wa 
Shot the firſt ray that pierc'd the native night: = 
| Then day and darkneſs in the maſs were mix d. | 
Till gather'd in a globe the beams were fix d: | | 
Laſt ſhone the ſun, who, radiant in his ſphere, . 
Illumin'd heaven and earth, and roll'd around the years 
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So reaſon in this brutal ſoul began, | | | 
Love made him firſt ſuſpe& he was a man; 4 li 


Love made him doubt his broad barbarian ſound ;, W | 
By love-his want of words and wit he found; 
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That ſenſe of want prepared the future way 
To knowledge, and diſclos'd the promiſe of a day. 
What not his father's care, nor tutor's art, 
Could plant wich pains in his unpoliſh'd heart, 
The beſt inſtructor, love, at once inſpir'd, | 
As barren grounds to fruitfulneſs are fir'd ; 
Love taught him ſhame; and ſhame, with love at ſtrife, 
Soon taught the ſweet civilities of life; 
His groſs material foul at once could find 
Some what in her excelling all her kind; 
Vol. III. 18. 9 © Exciting 
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Exciting a deſire till then unknown, 

Some what unfound, or found in her alone. 
This made the firſt impreſſion on his mind, 
Above, but juſt above, the brutal kind. 

F or beaſls can like, but not diſtinguiſh too, 


«> + 


Nor their own liking by reſlection know; 
Nor why they like or this or bother face, 
Or judge of this or that peculiar grace; 
But love in groſs, and ſtupidly admire : 

As flies, allur'd by light, approach the fire, 
Thus our man-beaſt, advancing by degrees,  , - 
Firſt likes the whole, then ſep'rates what he ſees z 

| On ſev*ral parts a ſev'ral praiſe beftows ; 

The ruby lips, the well-proportioned noſe, | 

The ſnowy ſkin, and raven-gloſſy hair, 

The dimpled cheek, and forehead riſing fair, | | 
| And, ev'n in ſleep itſelf a ſmiling air. 7 

From thence his eyes deſcending view'd the reſt, 

Her plump round arms, white hands, and heaving breaſt, 
Long on the laſt he dwelt, though ev'ry part 

A pointed arrow ſped to' pierce his heart, 

Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown 

(A judge erected from a country clown) 

He long'd to ſee her eyes, in {lumber hid, 

And wiſh'd his own could pierce within the lid: 

He would have wak'd her, but reſtrain'd his thought, 

And love new-born the firſt good manners taught, 

And awful fear his ardentwwiſh withſtood, 
Nor durſt diſturb the goddeſs of the wood, 


Fot 
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But, conſcious of her form, with quick diſtruſt 
She ſaw his ſparkling eyes, and fear'd his brutal luſt ; 
NS 


And things divine, by common ſenſe he knew, 


Gazing he ſtood, nor would nor could depart ; 

Fix'd as a pilgrim wilder'd in his way, f 

Who dares not ſtir by night, for fear to ſtray, 

But ſtands with awful eyes to watch the dawn of day. l 

At length awaking, Iphigene the fair 

(So was the beauty call'd who caus'd his care) 

Unclos'd her eyes, and double day reveal'd. 

While thoſe of all her ſlaves in ſleep were ſeal'd. 
The ſlav'ring cudden, propp'd upon his ſtaff, 

Stood ready gaping, with a grinning laugh, 

To welcome her awake; ; nor durſt begin 

To ſpeak, but wiſely kept the fool within. 


Then ſhe: 


(For Cymon's name was round the country known 
Becauſe deſcended of a noble race, 
And for a ſoul ill- ſorted with his face.) 

But ſtill the ſot ſtood ſilent wich ſurpriſe, 
With fix'd regard on her new-open'd eyes, 
And in his breaſt receiv'd th' envenom'd dart, 
A tickling pain that pleas'd amid the ſmart, 


V; 
For ſuch ſhe ſeem'd by her celeſtial face, 


Excelling all the reſt of human race. 


Mult be devoutly ſeen, at dillant view: 
So checking his deſire, with trembling heart, 


What makes you, Cymon, here alone ? 


This 


| ( 8 } 
This to es ſhe wak ' d her ſleepy crews 


3 And, riſing haſty, took a ſhort adieu. 


Then Cy mon firſt his ruſtic voice eſſay'd, 


| With proffer d ſervice to the parting maid, 


To ſee her ſafe ; his hand ſhe long denied, 
But cook at length, aſham'd of ſuch a guide, 
So Cymon led her home, and leaving there, 
No more would to his country clowns repair; 


* 


But ſought his father's houſe, with better mind, 


- Refuſing in the farm to be confin'd. | 

The father wonder'd at the ſon's return, os | 
And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn z : $24 | 
But doubtfully receiv'd, expetting ſtill | . 
Jo learn the ſecret cauſes of his alter'd will. 
Nor was he long delay'd : the firſt requeſt _ j 


4 
He made, was like his brothers to be dreſt, 
And, as his birth requir'd, above the reſt, l 
Wich eaſe his ſuit was granted by his fire, ; 
Diſlinguiſhing his heir by rich attire : | 1 
His body thus adorn'd, he next deſign'd od 8 
With lib'ral arts to cultivate his mind: I 
He ſought a tutor of his own accord, 0 
And ſtudied le ſſons he before abhorr'd. 1 
Thus the man-child advanc'd, and learn'd ſo faſt, 
That in ſhort time his equals he ſurpaſs'd; 
His brutal manners from his breaſt exil'd, 
His mien he faſhion'd, and his tongue he fil'd 3 - 
In ev ry exerciſe of all admir'd, [5+ 
He ſcem'd, nor only ſcem'd, but was inſpit 'd: 


| (29.1 
Inſpir'd by love, whoſe buſineſs i is to pleaſe; 
He rode, he fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful eaſe 3 
More fam'd for ſenſe, for courtly carriage more, 
Than for his brutal folly known before. 
What then of alter'd Cymon ſhall we ſay, 
But that the fire which chok'd in aſhes lay, 
A load too heavy for his ſoul to move, 
Was upward blown below, and bruſh'd away by loves 
Love made an active progreſs thro' his mind, 
The duſky parts he clear'd, the groſs refin'd, 
The drowſy wak'd; and, as he ſent, impreſs'd - 
The Maker's image on the human breaſt, 
Thus was the man amended by deſire, | 
And tho? he lov'd perhaps with too much fire, 
His father all his faults with reaſon ſcann'd, 
And lik'd an error of the better hand ; 
Excus'd th' exceſs of paſſion in his mind, 
By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refin'd : 
So Cymon, ſince his fire indulg'd his will, 
Impetuous lov'd, and would be Cymon ſtill ; 
Galeſus he diſown'd, and choſe to bear 
The name gf fool, confirm'd and bifhop'd by the fair. 
' To Cipſeus by his friend his ſuit he moy'd, 
Cipſeus, the father of the fair he lov'd; 
But he was pre-engaged by former tie, 
While Cymon was endeavouring to be wiſe ; 
And Iphigene, oblig'd by former vows, _ 
Had given hec faith to wed a foreign ſpouſe ; 
+ C 3 


| (3 3p 
Fler ſire and ſhe to Rhodian Paſimond, 
Though both repenting, were by promiſe bound, 
Nor could retract; and thus, as fate decreed, 
Though better lov', d he ſpoke too late to ſpeed. 
The doom was paſt, the ſhip already ſent, 
Did all his tardy diligence prevent: 
Sigh'd to herſelf che fair unhappy maid, 
White ſtormy Cymon thus in ſecret ſaid: 
Ine time is come for Iphigene to find 
The miracle ſhe wrought upon my mind; 
Her charms have made me man, her raviſh'd love 
Ja rank ſhall place me with the bleſt above, 
: or mine. by love, by force ſhe ſhall be mine, 
Or death, if force ſhould fail, ſhall finiſn my deſign, 
Reſolv'd he ſaid : and rigg'd with ſpeedy care 
A veſſel flrong, and well equipp'd for war. 
The ſecret hip with choſen friends he flordds * +» 
And, bent-to die or conquer, went aboard. | 
Ambuſh'd he lay behind the Cyprian ſhore, 
Waiting the fail that all his wiſhes bore 
Nor long expected, for the following tide 
Sent out the hoſtile ſhip and beauteous bride, 
Io Rhodes the rival bark directly ſteer'd, 
Wheu Cy mon ſudden at her back appear'd, 
And ſtopp'd her flight; then, ſtanding on his 2 | 
32 haughty terms he thus en the foe: {AH wh . 
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Or frike your fails at ſummons; or Hens; 


JI To prove the laſt extremities of war. 


Already were the veſſels fide by fide; wy 
Theſe obſlinate to ſave, and thoſe to ſeize the bride, 


a © 


But Cymon ſoon his crooked grapples caſt, } | 


Thus warn'd, the Rhodians for the fight provide; 


Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac d, . 
And, arm'd with ſword and ſhield amid the preſs he pair 
Fierce was the fight; but, haſt'ning to his prey, 
By force the furious lover freed his way: 
Himſelf alone diſpers'd the Rhodian crew, 
The weak diſdain'd, the valiant overthrew. 
Cheap conqueſt for his following friends remain'd 3 
He reap'd the field, and they but only glean'd, 
His victory confeſs'd, the foes retreat, 
And caſt the weapons at the victor's feet, 
Whom thus he cheer'd : O Rhodian youth, I fought 
For love alone, nor other booty ſought : 
Your lives are ſafe; your veſſel 1 reſign ; 
| Yours be your. own, reſtoring what is mine; 
In Iphigene I claim my rightful due, 
Robb'd by my rival, and detain'd by yous - 


Your Paſimond a lawleſs bargain drove, 

The parent could not ſell the daughter's love; 
Or, if he could, my love diſdains the laws, Ii 
And, like a king, by conqueſt gains his cauſe: | 


Where arms take place, all other pleas-are vain; 
Love taught me force, and force ſhall love maintain; 
or 


1 3600 525 8 f 
You, what by Arength you could not keep, releaſe; R 
And at an eaſy ranſom buy your peace. , 
: Fear on th' conquer'd fide ſoon fign'd th? EPS 
And Iphigene to Cymon was reſtor'd: 

While to his arms the bluſhing bride he took; 
To ſeeming fadneſs ſhe compos'd her look 
As if by force ſubjected to his will, 

Tho? pleas'd diſſembling, and a woman ſtill. 
And (fot the wept) he wip'd her falling tears, 

And pray'd her to diſmiſs her empty fears; 
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For yours I am, he ſaid, and have deſerv'd + - 
Your love much better whom ſo long I ſerv'd, 
Than he to whom your formal father tied 

Your vows, and ſold a ſlave, not ſent a bride, - 
Thus while he ſpoke, he ſeiz'd the willing prey, 

As Paris bore the Spartan ſpouſe away. 

Faintly ſhe ſcream'd, and ev'n her eyes confeſs dd 
She rather would be thought, than was, diſtreſs'd, 3 


. 


| 

| 

Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind, 

Proud of the preſent, to the future blind ! 

Secure of fate, while Cymon ploughs the ſea, 

And ſteers to Candy with his conquer'd prey, 

Scarce the third glaſs of meaſur'd hours was run, 

When, like a fiery meteor, ſunk the ſun, 

The promiſe of a ftorm ; the ſhifting gales 

Forſake by fits, and fill the flagging ſails; 
. n 2 Hoarſe 


Who now exults but Cymon in his mindꝰ } 
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Hoarſe murmurs s of the main from far were heard, = 
And night came on, not | by degrees prepar d, CAE 
But all at once; at once the winds ariſe, - 
The thunders roll, the forky lightning flies, 
In vain the maſter iſſues out commands, + 
In vain the trembling ſailors ply their hands 
The tempeſt unforeſeen prevents their care, 
And from the firſt they labour in deſpair. 
The giddy ſhip, betwixt the winds and tides, 
F orc'd back, and forwards, in a circle rides, 
Stunn'd with the different blows ; then ſhoots amain, 
Tili, counterbuff 'd, ſhe ſtops, and ſleeps again, | 
Not more aghaſt the proud archangel fell, 
Plung' d from the height of heaven to deepeſt hell, 
Than ſtood the lover of his love poſſeſt. 
Now curs'd the more, the more he had been bleſt » 
More anxious for her. danger than his own, 
Death he defies, but would be loſt alone. 

Sad Iphigene to womaniſh complaints 
Adds pious prayers, and wearies all the ſaints 3 
Ev'n if ſhe could, her love ſhe would repent ; 
But, fince ſhe cannot, dreads the puniſhment : 
Her forfeit faith, and Paſimond betray'd, 
Are ever preſent, and her crime upbraid. 
She blames herſelf, nor blames her lover leſs, 
Augments her anger as her fears increaſe ; 85 
From her own back the burden would remove, 


And lays the load on his ungovern'd love,, 


Which 
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| | Which interpoſing durſt, in Heaven's Ok 

| Invade and violate another's right: 

F The pow'rs incens'd awhile deferr'd his painy 
1 And made him maſter of his vows in vain : 
But ſoon they puniſh'd his preſumptuous pride; | 
| That for his daring enterprize ſhe died, 1 SER } 
Who rather not reſiſted than complied. 
Then, impotent of mind, with alter'd ſenſe 
| She hugg'd th' offender, and forgave th' offence, 
Sex to the laſl : meantime, with. ſails declin'd, 
The wand'ring veſſel drove before the wind: 
Toſs'd and re-toſs'd, aloft, and then below, - 
Nor port they ſeek, nor certain courſe they know, | 
But every moment wait the coming blow, \ | 
Thus blindly driven, by breaking day they view "A 
The lands before them, and their fears renew'd ; | 
The land was welcome, but the tempeſt bore 
The threaten'd ſhip againſt a rocky ſhore, 

A winding bay was near; to this they bent, 
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And juſt eſcap'd; their force already ſpent: 

Secure from ſtorms, and panting from the ſea, 

The land unknown at leiſure they ſurvey ; 

And ſaw (but ſoon their ſickly ſight withdrew) 

The riſing tow'rs of Rhodes at diſtant view; 

And curs'd the hoſtile ſhore of Paſimond, 

Sav'd from the ſeas, and ſhipwreck'd on the 1 
The frighted ſailors tried their ſtrength in vain 


Ks turn the tern, and tempt the flormy main; 
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But the fliff wind withſtood the lab'ring oar3 
And forc'd them forward on the fatal ſhore ! 
The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian ſtrand, 
And the ſhip moor'd conſtrains the crew to land, 
Yet ſtill they might be ſafe, becauſe unknown z 
But, as ill fortune ſeldom comes alone, 
The veſſel they diſmiſs'd was driven before, 
Already ſhelter'd on their native ſhore ; _ 
Known each, they know, but each with change of cheer 3 
The vanquiſh'd fide exults, the victor's fear; 
Not them but theirs, made pris'ners ere they fight, 
Deſpairing conqueſt, and depriv'd of flight, 
The country rings around with loud alarms, 
And raw in fields the rude militia ſwarms ; 
Mouths without hands, maintain'd at vaſt expency 
In peace a charge, in war a weak defence : 
Stout once a month they march, a bluſl'ring band; 
And ever, but in times of need, at hand; 
This was the morn when, iſſuing on the guard, 
Drawn up in rank and file they ſtood prepar'd 
Of ſeeming arms to make a ſhort ellay, | 
Then haſten to be drunk, the buſineſs of the day. 
The cowards would have fled, but that they kney 
Themſelves ſo many, and their foes ſo few: 
But, crowding on, the laſt the firſt impel ; 


Till overborne with weight the Cyprians fell. Wy, 


- Cymon enſlav'd, who firſt the war begun; 
And] phigene once more is loſt and won. 


6 ) 
ww in a dungeon was the captive caſts 
Depriv'd of day, and held in fetters faſt ; a1: 
His life was only ſpar'd at their requeſt, 
Whom taken he ſo nobly had releas'd ; 
But Iphigenia was the ladies“ care, | _ 
Each in their turn addreſs'd to treat the fair 
While Paſimond and his the nuptial feaſt prepare. | 
Her ſecret ſoul to Cymon was inclin'd, f 
But ſhe muſt ſuffer what her fates allign'd'; 53 
So paſſive is the church of womankind. 
What worſe to Cymon could his fortune deal, ; 
Roll'd to the loweſt ſpoke of all her wheel ? 
It refted to diſmiſs the downward weight, 


— 


Or raiſe him upward to his former height; 
I j be latter pleas'd ; and love (concern'd the moſt } 
| Prepar'd th' amends for what by love he loſt, . 
The fire of Paſimond had left a ſon, | 
Though younger, yet for courage early known, / | 
Ormiſda call'd, to whom by promiſe tied, Sr 
A Rhodian beauty was the deſtin'd bride ; | - 
Caſſandra was her name, above the reſt 
Renown'd for birth, with fortune amply bleſt, 
Lyfimachus, who rul'd the Rhodian late, 
Was then by choice their annual magiſtrate z 
He lov'd Caſſandra too with equal fire, 
But fortune had not favour'd his deſire, 
Croſs'd by her friends, by her not diſapprov'd, | 
Nor yet preferr'd, or like Ormiſda loy'd: 
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So ſlood th affair; ſome litile hope remain'd, 

That, ſhould his rival chance to loſe, he „ 
Meantime would Paſimond his marriage preſs 4. 

Ordain'd the nuptial day, prepar'd the feaſt; 


Ly ſimachus, oppreſs'd with mortal grief, 


And frugally reſoly'd (the charge to hunn. "if 
Which would be double ſhould he wed alone) | 6 . | 1 
To join his brother's bridal with his own, | 

| 


Reeeiv'd the news, and fludied quick relief; 
'The fatal day approach d; «if force were us*d, 
The magiltrate his public truſt abus 'd; 


To juſtice liable, as law requir'd Th 


For, when his office ceas'd, his _ expir'd : | 
While pow'r remain'd, the means were in his hand, 
By force to ſeize, and then forſake the land. | 
Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move; 

A ſlave to fame, but more a llave to love: 
Reſtraining others, yet himſelf not free, | 
Made 4mpotent by pow'r, debas'd by dignity. 1 
Both ſides he weigh'd ; but, after much debate, 
The man prevail'd above the magiſtrate. 

Love never fails to malter what he finds, y 
But works a diff rent way in diff 'rent minds, L | | 
Tae fool enlightens, and the wiſe he blinds, 

This youth propoling to poſſeſs and ſcape, 


Began in murder, to conclude in rape: 


Unprais'd by me, tho' Heaven ſometimes may bleſs 
An impious aft with undeſery'd ſucceſs ; 
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For crimes are but permitted, not decreed, 
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Then, with a ſober ſmile, he thus begun: 


( 38 . 
The great, it — are privileg'd ede 
To puniſh all injuſtice but their own; 
But here I flop, not daring to proceed, a 
Yet bluſh to flatter an unrighteous deed : þ 

Re ſolv'd on force, his wit the prætor bent £2 
To find the means that might ſecure th' event; 
Nor long he labour'd, for bis lucky thought 
In captive Cymon found the friend he ſought ; 
Th' example pleas'd ; the cauſe and crime the ſame 
An injur'd lover, and a raviſh'd dame, 8 


How much he durſt he knew by what he dar'd, 


— 


The leſs he had to loſe, the leſs he car'd, 

To manage loathſome life when love was the reward, 
This ponder'd well, and fix'd on his intent, 

In depth of night he for the pris'ner ſent ; 

In ſecret ſent, the public view to ſhun, | N 


The pow'rs above, who bounteoufly beſtow 
Their gifts abd graces on mankind below. 
Vet prove our merit firſt, nor blindly give 
To ſuch as are riot worthy to receive; 

For valour and for virtue they provide 


' Their due reward, but firſt they muſt be tried: 


Theſe fruitful ſeeds within your mind they ſow'd ; 
Twas yours improve the talent they beſtow'd : 
They gave you to be born of noble kind, 


They gave you love to lighten up your mind, | 


And 


609 
And purge the groſſer parts; they gave you care | 


To pleaſe, and courage to deſerve the fair. | EY 

Thus far they tried'ybu, and by proof they found | | 
The grain entruſted in a grateful ground 3 q * | | = 
But ſtill the great experiment remain'd, - | 
They ſitffer'd you to loſe the prize you gain'd, 
That you might learn the gift was theirs alone; 
And, when reſtor'd, to them the bleſſing own, 
Reſtor'd it ſoon will be; the means prepar'd, 
The difficulty ſmooth'd, the danger ſhar'd; | 
Be but yourſelf, the care to me reſign, 1 51 1 
Then Iphigene is yours, Caſſandra mine, 


Your rival Paſimond purſues your life i 


| 
| 
Impatient to revenge his raviſh'd wife, | | | 
But yet not his ; to-morrow is behind, | 
And love our fortunes in one hand has join' d, 
Two brathors are ot foes; Ormiſda mine, | 
As much declar'd as Paſimond is thine ; | 
To-morrow muſt their common vows be tied: 4 
With love to friend, and fortune for our guide, | | 
Let both reſolve to die, or each redeem a bride. 4 þ 
Right I have none, nor haſt thou much to plead 
*Tis force, when done, muſt juſtify the deed ; 
Our taſk perform'd, we next prepare for flight; 
And let the loſers talk in vain of right + 
We with the fair will ſail before the wind; 
ar wy are griey'd, I leave the laws behind. 


| te) 
Speak thy reſolves; if now thy courage droop, 
Deſpair in priſon, and abandon hope: 
But if thou dar'ft in arms thy love regain 
(For liberty without thy love were vain) 
Then ſecond my deſign to ſeize the prey. | 

Or lead to ſecond rape, for well thou know'ſt the way. 
Said Cymon, overjoy'd, Do thou propoſe 
The means to fight, and only ſhew the foes : 

For from the firſt, when love had fir'd my mind, 
Reſolv'd, I left the care of life behind. 

To this the bold Lyſimachus replied - - 
| Let Heaven be neuter, and the ſword decide; 
The ſpouſals are prepar'd, already play 

The minficels, and provoke the tardy day : 

By this the brides are wak'd, their grooms are dreſs'd: 
All Rhodes is ſummon'd to the nuptial feaſt, 
All but myſelf, the ſole unbidden gueſt, | 
Unbidden though I am, I will be there; „ 
And join'd by thee, intend to joy the fair. ; | 

Now hear the reſt: when day reſigns the light, | 

And cheerful torches gild the jolly night, 

Be ready at my call; my choſen few 

With arms adminiſter'd ſhall aid, thy crew, 

Then, ent'ring unexpected, will we ſeize 
Our deſtin'd prey from men diſſolv'd in eaſe, 


By wine diſabled, unprepar'd for fight; 
And, haſl'ning to the ſeas, ſuborn our flight: 


— 
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The ſeas are ours, for I command the fort; 
A ſhip well-mann'd expetts us in the port. 
If they, or if their friends, the prize conteſt, 
Death ſhall attend the man who dares reſiſt. 
It pleas'd ! the priſoner to his hold retir'd; 


His troop with equal emulation fir'd; 


All fix'd to fight, and all their wonted work requir'd, } . 


The ſun aroſe ; the ſtreets were throng'd around, 


The palace open'd, and the poſts were crown'd, 


The double bridegroom at the door attends 


The expected ſpouſe, and entertains his friends; 
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They meet, they lead to church, the prieſſs invoke | 


The pow'rs, and feed the flames with fragrant ſmoke. 


This done, they feaſt, and at the cloſe of night 
By kindled torches vary their delight; 


Theſe lead the lively dance, and thoſe the brimming Y 


bowls invite, 


| Now at th' appointed place and hour aſſizn's d, | 


With ſouls reſolv'd, the raviſhers were join'd ; 
Three bands are form'd ; the firſt is ſent before 


To favour the retreat, and guard the ſhore ; 
The ſecond at the palace gate is plac'd, 

And up the lofty ſtairs aſcend the laſt ; 

A peaceful troop they ſeem with ſhining velts, 
But coats of mail beneath ſecure their breaſts, 


Dauntleſs they- enter, Cymon at their head, 
And find the feaſt renew'd, the table ſpread ; 
D 3 
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Sweet voices, mix'd with inſtrumental ſounds, 


Aſcend the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof rebounds, 
When, like the harpies, ruſhing through the hall, 


The ſudden troop appears, the tables fall, 


Their ſmoking load is on the pavement thrown 3 


_ Each raviſher prepares to ſeize his own 3 
The brides; invaded mith a rude embrace, 
Shriek out for aid, confuſion fills the place, 
Quick ta redeem their prey their plighted lords 


Advance, the palace'gleams with ſhining ſwords. 
But late is all defence, and ſuccour vain 


The rape is made, the raviſhers remain; - 


Two ſturdy flaves were. only ſent before 
To bear the purchas'd prize in fafety to the ſhore ? 


The troop retires, the lovers cloſe the rear, 


With forward faces not confeſling fear: 
Backward they move, but ſcorn their pace to mend ; 
| | | ; 


Then ſeck the flairs, and with flow hafte deſcend. 
Fierce Paſimond, their pallage to prevent, 

Thruſt full on Cymon's back in his deſcent ; 

| The blade return'd unbath'd, and to the handle bent, 

Stout Cy mon ſoon re- mounts, and cleft in two 

His rival's head wich one deſcending blow ; : 

And as the next in-rank Ormilda {tood, 

He turn'd the point; the ſword, inur'd to blood, 


Bor'd his unguarded breaſt, which pour'd a purple flood. 


With vow'd revenge the gath'ring crowd pur ſues; 5 
The raviſhers turn head; the fight renews; 


The 
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( 48 ) 
The hall is heap'd with corps: the ſprinkled gore 
Beſmears the walls, and floats the marble floor, 
Diſpers'd at length the drunken ſquadron flies, 


** 


The vi&ors to their veſfel bear the prize ; | 


And hear behind loud groans and lamentable cries. 
The crew with merry outs their anchurs weigh, 


Then ply their oars, and bruſh the buxom fea, t j 


While troops of gather'd Rhodians crowd the key. 
Whit ſhould the people do when left alone ? 

The governor and government are gone. 

The public wealth to foreign parts conveyed; 
Some troops diſbanded, and the reſt unpaid. 
Rhodes is the ſov'reign of the ſea no more; 

Their ſhips unrigg'd, and ſpent their naval ſlore; Y 
They neither could defend, nor can purſue, 

But grinn'd their teeth, and caſt a hapleſs view: 
In vain with darts a diſlant war they try, 

Short, and more ſhort, the miſſive weapons fly. 
Meanwhile the raviſhers their crimes enjoy, 

And flying fails and ſweeping oars employ : 

The cliffs of Rhodes in little ſpace are loſt; 
Jove's iſle they ſeek, nor Jove denies his coaſt, 

In ſafety landed on the Candian ſhore, . | 
With*gen'rous wines their ſpirits they reſtore ; 
There Cymon with his Rhodian friends reſides, 
Both court and wed at once the willing brides, 

A war enſues, the Cretans own their cauſe, | 


Stiff to defend their hoſpitable laws; 
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Both parties loſe by turns, and neither wins, 
Till peace propounded by a truce begins. 
The kindred of the {lain forgive the deed, 
But a ſhort exile muſt for ſhow precede ; 
The term expir'd, from Candia they remove; 


And happy each at home enjoys his love, 
Ce a a ans 
O n N K. 


By Dr. YOUNG. 


ORTH, conſcious worth?! ſhould abſolutely reign; 3 
And other joys aſk leave for their approach; 

Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain, 

Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys EIA 

Wage war, and. periſh in inteſtine broils; 

Not the leaſt promiſe of eternal peace! 

No boſom · comfort, or unborrow'd bliſs 1 | 4 

Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; all outward bound, 

Mid ſands, and rocks, and llorms, to cruize for pleaſure 

If gain'd, dear bought; and better miſs'd than gain'd, 

Much pain muſt expiate what much pain procur'd, 

Fancy and ſenſe, from an infected ſhore, 

Thy cargo bring; and peſtilence the prize. 

Then ſuch thy thirſt (inſatiable chirſt! | 5 

By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more) 
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Fancy flill cruizes when poor ſenſe is tir'd, 


THE 


N EG NO e. 
By Mr. SAMWELL, 
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An African Prince, lately arrived in England, having been 
aſked what he had given for his watch? anſwered, * What I 
will never give again: I gave a fine boy for it.“ 


I, 
HEN avarice enſlaves the mind, 
And ſelfiſh views alone bear ſway, 
Man turns a ſavage to his kind, | | 
And blood and rapine mark his way. 
Alas ! for this poor {imple toy, 
I ſold a blooming Negro Boy, 


II. 
His facher's hope, his mother's pride, 
Tho' black, yet comely to the view, 
I tore him helpleſs from their ſide, 
And gave him to a ruffian crew. 
To hends, that Afric's coaſt annoy, 
I ſold the blooming Negro Boy, | 
-4 Ok 355500 
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Far diſlant from his native land, 
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E III, | 
From country, friends, and parents torn, 6 
His tender limbs in chains confin'd, 


1 ſaw him o'er the billows borne, ® # 


And mirk'd his agony of mind. 50 
But {ll to gain this ſimple toy, 
I gave away the Negro Boy, 


IV, 
In iſles. that deck the weſlern wave, 
I doom'd the hapleſs youth to dwell, 
A poor, forlorn, inſulted ſlave, 98 
A beaſt that Chriſtians buy and ſell y 
And in their cruel taiks employ | 5 | 
The much-enduring Negro Boy. 


| His wretched parents long ſhall mourn, 


Shall long explore the diſtant main, 
In hopes to ſee the youth return, 

Bur ail their hopes and ſighs are vain, 

They never ſhall the fight enjoy 
Of their lamented Negro Boy. 
VI. 

Beneath a tyrant's harſh command 

He wears away his youthful prime, 


A ſtranger in a foreign clime, 
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No pleaſing thoughts his mind employ, 
| - A poor, dejetted Negro Boy. 


Ny Fea) | 
But He who walks upon the wing. 
Whoſe voice in thunder's heard on high, 
Who doth the raging tempeſt bind, 
Or wing the lightning through the ſky ; 
In his own time will ſure deſtroy 


The oppreſſors of a Negro Boy, 


VIRTUE AND EVIL, I 

c JOHN MILTON. . 4 1 | | 
IRTUE may be aſſail'd, but never hurt, | 
Surpris'd by unjuſt force, but not enthrall'd ; 


Yea even that which which miſchief meant moſt ban, 
Shall in the happy trial prove moſt glory ; — 


But Evil on itſelf ſhall back recqil, 
And mix no more with goodneſs, when at laſt 


Gather'd like ſcum, and ſettled to itſelf, © 4 _- 
It ſhall be in eternal reſtleſs change r eee OÞ 2 7 | | 
Self. fed, and ſelf-conſumed : if this fall. 
The pillar'd firmament is rottenneſs, _ 14 
And earth's baſe built on flubble, ee. 


$URGEON OF. THE AMPHION, 


Who, while lying at Sy ITHEAD; th the Spaniſh Andidment 
in the Year 1790, deſired me to anſwer one of his Lauer 
in Verſe. 


By Mr. SAMWELL. 


ON of Apollo, held in double fee, 

In right of phyſic and of poeſy, FILM 
Why at this hoſtile; unpoetic time, 12 2 2 
Inſtead of reaſon, do you aſk for rhyme ? 

Verſe at Spithead, where Britain's thunders float, 

Will not be deem'd by Parſons worth a groat *, 
And ſhew me one of phyſic's ſapient throng, 
Who'd not prefer his two-pence to a ſong, 
Who'd not prefer the care of other fire, 

To that which animates the Muſe's lyre, 

Will Surgeon” Mate, when fever runs ſiniſter, 
Twinge with remorſe, a patient's head to bliſter, 
Or feel his heart grow ſofter than the Mewſtone 7, 
When ſailors ſing, Dear doctor no more blue · ſtone p 

| Altho? 
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+ Mewſtone, a reck near Plymouth, 
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Altho ho Muſe ſhould ſoar to Pindus' Ketghu, 
Would Pirſers liſten and increaſe their weights, 


Or would a ſailor, unpoetic dog, 
Give ear a moment when they ſerve out grog ? 


Will the ſhip's Butcher, ſtuck by muſic, * 
And heſitate to kill the gun-· room ſheep, | 
Or fay would you, to ſave his ſoul from grief, 
Inſlead of mutton, dine on Iriſh beef? 
No :—tho' Amphion truck the deep-ton'd ſhell, 
And Orpheus fiddled to the devil in hell. 
Then ſince the maids of Pindus fly afar 
From all the pomp and circumſtance of war, 
Forgive a Cambrian Bard tho” he refuſe | 
In theſe bold times to court the baſhful Muſe, | 
You'll find when once the haughty Dons we meet, 
There's rhyme and reaſon in the Britiſh fleet. 
Should you once more with ſcience in your hand, 
Viſit our attic ſtories in the Strand, | 
My Muſe again ſhall ſing both loud and clear 
Another Ode “ againſt another year. 
For the Reviewers, tho' I wrote in haſte, 


Approv'd my Ode and I approve their taſte, | 
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* Alluding to an Ode on the New Year, publiſhed in 1790». | 


 CIT's COUNTRY BOX. 
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By ROBERT , LLOYD. 
Vos ſapere, et ſolos aio bene vivere, quorum | 
e nitidus fundata pecunia vill. Horacte. 


HE wealthy Cit, grown old in trade, 
Now wiſhes for the rural ſhade, 
And buckles to his one-horſe chair 
Old Dobbin, i or the founder'd mare; 


While, wedg'd in cloſely by his lide, 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, T 


T3 
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Wich Jacky on a ſtool before em, | 
And out they jog in due decorum. | P 
Scarce paſt the turnpike half a mile, [ 


« How all the country ſeems to ſmile !“ 
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And as they ſlowly jog together, 

The Cit commends the road and weather; 
While Madam doats upon the trees, 
And longs for every houſe ſhe ſees ; 


Admires its views, its ſituation, 
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And thus ſhe opens her oration :_ | 
What fignifics the loads of wealth, Ts 
Without that richeſt jewel, health? 
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Excuſe the fondneſs of a wife, 
W ho doats upon your precious life! 
Such ceaſeleſs toil, ſuch conſtant care, 
Is more than human ſtrength can bear: 


One may obſerve it in your face _ 


Indeed, my dear, you break apace; 
And nothing can your health repair, 
But exerciſe and country air. 
Sir Traffick has a houſe, you know, 
About a mile from Cheney- Row: 
He's a good man, indeed, 'tis true; 
But not ſo warm, my dear, as you: 
And folks are always apt to ſneer 
One would not be out-done, my dear!” 
Sir Traffick's name, ſo well applied, 
Awak'd his brother-merchant's pride; 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoſt deference to his wife, 
Confeſs'd her arguments had reaſon z; 
And by th” approaching ſummer ſeaſon 
Draws a few hundreds from the ſtocks, 
And purchaſes his Country Box, 
Some three or four miles out of town 
(An hour's ride will bring you down) 3s 
He fixes on his choice abode, 
Not half a furlong from the road; 
And ſo convenient does it lay, 
The ages paſs i it ev'ry day; 
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And then ſo ſnug, ſo mighty pretty, 


To have a houſe ſo near the city |! 


Take but your places at the Boar, 


You're ſet down at the very. door. 
Well then, ſuppoſe them fix'd at laſt, 
W hite-waſhing, painting, ſcrubbing paſt 3 


Hugging themſelves i in eaſe and clover, 
With all the fuſs of moving over: 
Lo! a new heap of whims are bred, 
And wanton in my lady's head ! 


« Well} to be ſure, it muſt be own'd, 
It is a charming ſpot of ground; 
So ſweet a diſlance for. a ride, 

And all about fo country fied ; 
*Twould come but to a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradiſe} , 

J cannot bear thoſe naſty rails, 
Thoſe ugly, broken, mouldy pales : 
Suppoſe, my dear, inſtead of theſe, 
We build a railing all Chineſe ; 
Altho' one hates to be expos'd, 
*Tis difmal to be thus inclos'd © 
One hardly any obje& ſees — 

I wiſh you'd fell theſe odious trees, 


þ 


Objects continual paſſing by, 


Were ſomething to amuſe the eye; 
But to be pent within. the walls, 


One might as well he at St. Paul's. 


ur 
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Our houſe beholders would adore, 


Was there a level lawn before, 
Nothing its views to incommode, 


But quite laid open to the road; 
While ev'ry traveller, in amaze, 


Should on our little manſion gaze; 

And pointing to the choice retreat, 

Cry— That's Sir Thrifty” s country ſeat „ 
No doubt her arguments prevail, 


For Madam's 1A8 TE can never fail. 


Bleſt age! when all men may procure 
The title of a connoiſſeur : 
When noble and ignoble herd 
Are govern'd by a ſingle word; 
Tho', like the royal German dames, 
It bears an hundred Chriſtian names 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 


Whim, Caprice, Je ne ſcai quoi, Wan 


Which appellations all deſcribe 
Tas TE, and the modern taſteful tribe. 
Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joiners, 


With Chineſe artiſts and deſigners, 


Produce their ſchemes of alteration, 


— 


To work this wond'rous reformation, 


The uſeful dome, which ſecret ſtood, 


Emboſom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 


The traveller with amazement ſees 


A temple Gothic or Chineſe, 


K 3 


coo? 

With many a bell and tawdry rag on, 
And creſted with a ſprawling dragon 3 
A wooden arch is bent aſtride 
A ditch of water, four feet wide, 


= With angles, curves, and zig-zag lines, 
= From Halfpenny's exact deſigns : 
WW In front a level lawn is ſeen, 


Wichout a ſhrub upon the green; 
4 Where Taſte would want its firſt great laws 


But for the ſkulking, fly ha-ha ; 
By whoſe miraculous aſſiſlance 
You gain a proſpe& two fields diſtance, 
And now from Hyde-park Corner come 


1 The gods of Athens and of Rome. 


Here ſquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumſy Graces 3 . 
Apollo there, with aim ſo clever, 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever; 
And there, without the pow'r to fly, 
Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury. 


All own, that Thrifty has a taſte 
And Madam' s female friends and couſins, 


| 
| 

F | The villa thus completely grac'd, 
| 


With common-council men, by dozens, 
Flock every Sunday to the ſeat, 


FF To flare about them, and to eat. 


ON 


ON VISITING THE GRAVE OF STERNE 
IN COMPANY! WITH A we LSH BARD; „ 


(Ir. Eduard Williams.) 
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LTH ſacred awe, with kind concern, 
We view the ſpot where. Vorick lies, 
Here Friendſhip fill ſhall viſit Sterben, 
And tears ſhall fill affe ction's ey es. | 


II. 
Silent upon thy grave we ſtand, 


And muſe upon the duſt beneath ; 
The faireſt flower from Nature's hand, 4 
"Now withering 1 in the ſhade of 455 dea. ; | i 
III. | Ws 4 | 
When eyänitig dews thy turf fo e 54 | 
Humanity, with gentle tread, "DUE TOA 4 
And bfight-eyed genius oft are ſeen 6209601. 1600 4 
| dard beſide thy earthy bee. 5 
nd: IV. 12 | 2.30. A 
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Thoſe dear companions of thy vy, | "FI 
Altho' from death they could not fav, 
Yet here their vows they duly pay, 
And bid remembrance haunt thy grave. 


1 


Marias 


12 V. 
Maria's ſhade; with pious care 
By Cynthia's light ſhall Aer e come, 
And watch the ſpring, with fingers fair, 
Decking wich flow ers thy limple tomb. 


VI. 
While there, with pilgrim ſtep, ſhall "AY 
* Around thy place of endleſs reſt ; 
We check the fond complaint, and ſay — 
Sure thou art number'd with the bleſt.* - 


F 
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| 55 JOAN 1 1 
PIRITS when they pleſe * 
Can either ſex aſſume, or alk: : ſo ſoft || 
And uncompounded is tkeir eſſence pure $9 


Nor tied or manacled with joint or limb, 

Nor founded on the brittle ſirength. of bones, 
Like cumbrous fleſh ; but in what ſhape they chooſe, 

Dilated or condens'd, bright or obſcure, _ 

Can execute their airy purpoſes, | 
And works of love or enmity fulfil. 


THE 


1 n K | 
FIERGT OUT NPRTE. 


By THOMAS WARTON. 
_————————= 


ITH dalliance rude young Zephyr woos 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excuſe 
The boi{t®rous boy the Fair denies, * 
Or with a ſcornful ſmile complies. 
Mindful of difafter paſt, 
And ſhrinking at the northern blaſt, 
The fleecy ſtorm returning till, - © 
The morning hoar and evening chilly 
Reluctant comes the timid Spring. 
Scarce a bee; with aity ring, 
Murmurs the bloſſom'd boughs arowhs, 
That clothe the garden's ſouthern bound: 
Scarce a ſickly ſtraggling flow'r _ A 
Decks the rough caſtle's rifted tow'r 2 Ne 
Scarce the hardy primroſe peeps 
From the dark dell's entangled ſteeps 2 
O'er the field of waving broom 
Slowly ſhoots the golden bloom : 
And, but by fits, the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the tranſitory gale: 


White 


While from the ſhrubb'ry's naked maze, 
Where the vegetable blaze | 
Of F lora's, brighteſt breidery ſhone, 15 
Ev'ry checquer'd charm is flow n; 
Save that the liliac hangs to view. 
Its burſting gems in cluſters blue. 
Sͤcant along the ridgy land 
The beans their new-bdrn ranks expand 2 
The freſh- turn'd ſoil with tender blades 
Thinly the ſprouting barley ſhades : 
Fringing the foreſts devious edge, 
Half. rob'd appears the hawthorn hedge: 
Or to the diſtant eye diſplays 
Weakly green its budding ſprays, 
The ſwallow, for a moment ſeen, 
Skims in hafte the village green: _ 
From the grey moor, on feeble wing, 
The ſcreaming plovecs idly ſpring 
The butterfly, gay painted ſoon, 
| Explores awhile the tepid noon, 
And fondly truſts/its tender dies 
To fickle ſuns and flatt'ri ng ſkies, 
2 raught with a tranſient, frozen ſhow'r, 
If a cloud ſhould haply lowr, 
Sailing o'er the landſcape dark, 
Mute on a ſudden is the lark; 
But when gleams the ſun again 
. Ofer the pearl-beſprinkled plain, 


LY 
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And from behind his wat'ry veil 
| Looks through the N hail 3 
She mounts, and, leſs'ning to the ſiggt. bu, 
Salutes the blithe return of light, 
And high her tuneful track purſues 
- Mid the dim rainbow's ſcatter'd hues, 5 — 
Wbere in venerable rows | | 
Widely waving oaks incloſe 
The moat of yonder antique hall, 
Swarm the rooks with clamorous call ; 
And, to the toil of nature true, | 
Wreath their capacious nefls anew. 
. Muſing through the lawny park, 
The lonely poet loves to mark 
How various greens in faint degrees 
Tinge the tall groups of various trees: 
While, careleſs of the changing year, 
The pine Cerulean, never fear, 
Towers diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, | | | 
And proudly vaunts her winter veſt. y FEE 
Within ſome whiſpering oſier ile, | 
| Where Glym's low banks neglected ſmile $- 
Arid each trim meadow flill retains 
The wintry torrent's 00zy ſtains : 
Beneath a willow, long forſook, 
The fiſher ſeeks his cuſtom'd nooks : 
And burſting thro! the crackling ſedge 
That crowns the current's cavern'd edge, 
He ſlartles from the bordering wood 
The baſhful wild-duck's early brood, 


The foſs that ſkirts the heacon'd hill. 
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Ober the bread downs; a novel race 
Friſk the lambs, with faultering pace : 

And with eager blyatings fil! : | 


His free-born vigour yet unbroke 
To lordly man's uſurping yoke, 
The bounding colt forgets to play; 
Baſking beneath the noon · tide ray, 
And firetch'd among the daiſies pride 
Of a green dingle's ſloping fide : | 
While far beneath, where nature ſpreads. * - 
Her boundleſs length of level meads, * 
In looſe luxuriance taught to ſtray 
A thouſand tumbling rills inlay 
With filver-veins the vale, or paſs 
Redundant thro' the ſparkling graſs, 
Vet, in theſe preſages-rude 
Midſt her penſive folind, Or 57 
Fancy, with prophetic glance, 
Sees the teeming months advance; K 
The field, the foreſt, green and gay, | 
The dappled ſlope, the tedded hay; 
Sees the reddening orchard blove, - 
The harveſt wave, the vintage flow; 
Sees June unfold his gloſſy robe 


4 _ 


Of thouſand hues o'er all the globe; FE 7 ö 
Sees Ceres graſp her crown of com, 17 2. f 
And Nr load. he Nample horn. We * ; 


A — * — 1 * ner —ͤ — | 
END OF THE, JBHIRD VQLUNEs | 
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